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"The Sea Rogue

By MORGAN ROBERTSON

The Thrilling Adventures of Mysterious Sinful Peck, One
Minute a Hero, the Next a Villain, and a Practical
Joker to the Last.

CHAPTER 1 but he carried his “six-foot-six” of bone

A Srrakes Cagw and muscle. as erect as in youtp, his stride

was as springy as ever, and his gray eyes

IME had dealt kindly with Cap- seemed to have an added keenness coming

tain Jackson. There were a few of the years. None would have thought,

deep lines in his weather-worn as he paced the poop-deck beside his sea-

face and a sprinkling of silver in his hair, soned second officer, that there was a dif-
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_ ference of thirty years in their ages, even

though Mr. Brown had one of those
wrinkled, good-humored, quizzical faces
that look the same at twenty as at fifty.
Mr. Brown was thirty years old, the cap-
tain sixty.

It was about four bells of the morning
watch, and the captain had risen early to
observe the condition of his big ship after
the first night out with an unproven
crew, more than half of whom had been
hoisted aboard drunk or drugged on the
preceding evening, and less than half of
whom  might be sailors. For the new
seamen’s law, reducing allotment of

wages to one month’s pay, had just gone
into effect, and coincident with its going
into effect had come a strike of the sail-
ors—or, rather, of the crimps who con-
trolled them—to raise this one month’s
pay to an amount on which an honest
crimp could do business—he being the
favored creditor to whom the pay was
allotted. On account of this strike Cap-
tain Jackson had dealt with a “scab”
crimp, an outlawed wolf, who had de-
livered the goods as per contract, but had
not guaranteed that they were sailors.

The slovenly condition of the sails and
running gear was evidence to Captain
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Jackson that very few of the dozen men
that had made sail through the night,
and who now, under a boatswain, were
weariedly drying the wet deck forward,
were seamen. Nothing was taut or in
place; ropes were coiled up back-handed
or bunched together in heaps, and aloft
top-gallant sails, royals, and sky-sails
were still on the yards. As Mr. Brown
had just explained, the exasperated and
exhausted first mate had given it up at
four in the morning, going to his berth to
rest until the others of the crew were
sober, when some might be found fit to
be trusted aloft.

“Have to thump any o’ them?” asked
the captain.

“Some, sir,” replied Mr. Brown. “Mr.
Beeker ran foul o’ most of ’em, and—see
that fat lobster at the wheel? Well, I jolt-
ed him in the first watch. Asked me what
county I come from. Now, I’'m all that’s
bad but I'm not Irish. Yet he’s the only
sailor-man I found among ’em.”

Captain Jackson turned and looked at
the helmsman, He was a man past middle
life, with a round, smiling countenance
and well-kept mustache. He was very
short of stature, but of immense girth.
He stood with legs far apart, and steered

the ship with an easy twirling of the
wheel that bespoke familiarity with the
work, but he returned the captain’s stare
with an assurance not easily acquired at
sea.

“That man’s no sailor,” remarked the
skipper; “he can’t go aloft with that dis-
placement.”

“But he is, captain. And he’s the only
man who did go aloft.”

As the captain studied the man’s cheer-
ful face the left eye in it closed in a de-
liberate wink.

“What!” roared the captain, advanec-
ing. “What’s that for?”

“What’s what for?”’ answered the
helmsman, impudently, as he shifted the
wheel, after a glance at the compass.

“What ?” again thundered the captain.
“That the way you speak to me? Hey?
You say ‘sir’ when you answer me, or an
officer. D’ye hear?”

“All right, sir. ‘Sir’ it is, sir,” replied
the unmoved sailor. “What can I do for
you, sir?”’

‘“You’re a rare bird,” said the aston-
ished captain, “but you’ve something to
learn, I see. What’d you wink at me for?”’

The little man looked the big man
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steadily in the eye and said, softly and
slowly, “To make little boys ask ques-
tions.” 3

Obviously no self-respecting master of
a two-thousand-ton ship could brook this.
Captain Jackson, red in the face and
choking with rage, sprang towards him
with fist clinched and drawm back to
strike; but he halted as the intended vic-
tim raised his hand warningly, and quiet-
ly said, “Don’t strike a man at the wheel
—don’t you dare.”

Shipboard etiquette, modified by the
unseemly and quite unnecessary med-
dling of underwriters, has long exempted
the man at the wheel from anything
harsher than verbal rebuke; and Captain
Jackson remembered in time. He turned
to the second mate and said, sharply,
“Send another man to the wheel.”

“But there’s not another man on deck
who can steer, captain,” said the officer.

“There’s a whole draft o’ good sailor-
men in their bunks, ecappen,” volunteered
the helmsman, serenely. “Slept all mght.
Rouse ’em out.”

AD the advice come from a legiti-

mate quarter, Captain Jackson
might have followed it. As it was he
glared at the man for a moment, then
walked forward to the break of the poop,
breathing hoaxsely in the effort to con-
tain himself. The second mate tarried
long enough to say to the helmsman,
“You’re c’mittin’ suicide. Keep your
tongue quiet.”’

But the cheerful face expanded to a
reassuring smile, and Mr. Brown fol-
lowed the captain, grinning in spite of
himself.

“It beats me,” sputtered the captain—
“beats anything I ever saw—no—one
crowd—in the Almene—"’ He paused,
and the anger in his face gave way to an
expression of moody meditation.

“The Almena!” said the second mate,
wonderingly. “Were you aboard that
ship, sir?”?

“Yes, T was mate of her thirty years
ago. Mr. Becker, down below, was second
mate; we’ve held together since—off and
on.”

“I was a baby at the time, sir, but I've
heard of that veyage in every ship I’ve
sailed in. How was it? They took charge,
didn’t they ?”’

“Yes—at Callao. They were schooner
sailors from the Lakes, but we eclubbed




’em into shape on the way out. Then they
got our guns at Callao, and took the ship
to sea with twelve visitors—skippers and
mates—aboard. They nearly killed us—
made us holystone the deck and eat
fo’castle grub—and hammered the day-
lights out of us all.”

“But what became of ’em ?”’

“Lord knows. Hung, maybe, long ago.
They turned the visitors adrift in one
of the boats and took the ship around to
New York—how they did it I couldn’t
make out; but they navigated, somehow.
Dismasted her off Hatteras, and the har-
bor police nabbed ’em at Quarantine, But
that’s the last heard of ’em. Got away
from the police boat, somehow, on the
way up the bay. Oh, they were a whole
Sunday-school.”

“Didn’t the captain kill himself—or
something 7’ asked Mr. Brown.

“No, poor devil, but might as well. Ben-
son was a very sensitive man, and
couldn’t stand the ridicule. He wrecked
his ship next voyage, and they say he
wasn’t quite himself. At any rate, he lost
his grip after that. I had him mate one
voyage after I got command, but he
wouldn’t let the stuff alone. It’s twenty
years since I heard of him; then he was
second mate of a brigantine. No good at
all.”

“Funny—seems to me—that they
should take the ship home instead o’
beachin’ her, as most mutineers do.”

“Oh, they were a funny lot; thought
they were within the law, merely assert-
ing their rights as citizens; yet they were
the worst outlaws that ever got together.

- And their nicknames fitted them. What

d’you think of Seldom Helward for a
name, and Bigpig Monahan, and Poop-
deck Cahill, and Sinful Peck? They were
the leading spirits. Then there was Moc-
cassey Gill, and Tosser Galvin, and Ghost
O’Brien, and—I’ve ’'most forgotten them
all, but I’d remember if T heard. Oh, yes,
’d remember.”

The second mate grinned again and
glanced aft at the helmsman, whose lips
were now pursed into a pucker, as
though he were whistling softly as he
steered.

“What would you do, captain, if you
found that same erowd in your fore-
castle?”

“Turn back and land ’em. Once is
enough for me. But—no fear; they were
young, and not long for this wicked
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world. By-the-way, did you search the
men’s dunnage Y ile

“No, sir, there wasn’t time, and they
were pretty dopey and helpless. We
haven’t even picked the watches.”

“You took chances, nevertheless. Speak
to Mr. Becker, and see to it if I forget
to tell him. Get ’em out at one bell and
take away all sheath-knives and whiskey.
There goes seven bells.”

HE man at the wheel had struck the

bell, and while Mr. Brown stepped
down the poop-ladder to call his superior
the captain walked aft to the wheel. A
glance at the compass showed the ship
directly on her course, and he looked into
the helmsman’s face, which had assumed
an expression of respectful gravity.

“Captain,” he said, “you must pardon
the seeming flippancy and irreverence in
my manner and tone just now. I assure
you, sir, it was due solely to the exhilar-
ating influence of the fresh morning air,
not to any disrespect—"

“What!” gasped the captain, amazed
at the diction. _

“I had no wish to embarrass or dis-
concert you, sir. And will you be kind
enough, captain, to take charge of this
satchel for the voyage?”’ He reached un-
der the wheel-box and produced a hand-
bag of costly make and material which he
extended towards the captain. “It con-
tains my valuables, and as there is a
rough crowd forward I should like it
cared for, I require no receipt.”

“What the— Who the devil are you?
You’re no sailor.” Captain Jackson had
mechanically taken the bag, noticing that
the man’s hand was as soft and white as
a clergyman’s.

“An able seaman, sir,” he answered,
proudly. “Put me through any test ques-
tions you like, gir.”

“Box the compass.”

“Yes, sir. Nothe, nothe and by east;
nothe, nothe east; nothe—"

“That’ll do. Which side does the main-
top-sail halyards lead down?”

“Starboard side, sir. Fore and mizzen
to port.”

“You’re it, all right. What d’ye mean
by giving me lip?”

“My happy dlsposition, sir. My mother
used to say—

“Damn what your mother said. Pll glve
you an unhappy disposition fore I'm
through wi’ you.”



394

Captain Jackson, carrying the hand-
bag, descended to his breakfast, and
when eight bells sounded, half an hour
later, reappeared with his first officer,
both emerging by the forward cabin door
and climbing the poop-steps to the lee
alley. Here they paused, the captain look-
ing forward at the men flocking near the
forecastle, Mr. Becker eyeing the man
at the wheel with a disapproving stare
which said plainly that he had just heard
evil report of him. The helmsman did not
wink, nor even return the stare. His own
mood may have changed, but there cer-
tainly was menace in the attitude of the
mate (one long arm akimbo on his hip,
the other supporting his chin as he leaned
against the house) and in his scowling,
sullen face, hairy almost to his eyes. He
was no taller than was the helmsman, but
there was little fat on his bones, and he
made up for lack of height in breadth of
shoulder and length of arm.

A gray-haired, decrepit, and watery-
eyed man was shambling aft, followed by
Mr. Brown. He climbed the steps, low-
ered his head in a jerky salute as he
passed the captain and mate—who mere-
ly glanced at him—and went to the wheel.
Here he received more attention. As Mr.
Brown joined his superior, remarking
that the men forward were ugly, and
that he had found trouble in getting one
to relieve the wheel, the fat man, having
relinquished the spokes to his successor
and given him the course, was staring
him in the eyes with a growing smile of
delight. Then he clapped the aged wreck
on his emaciated shoulders and said,
jovially, “Hello, Benson! And is it really
you—you, too!”

“G’wan out o’ this,” whined the old
man, “an’ lemme ’lone. Wh’ are ye, anny-
how?” But the fat man was proceeding
along the alley, chuckling as he went.

“Thought so, captain,” remarked Mr.
Becker, taking his elbow off the house
and wheeling around. “That’s Benson—
old Captain Benson, o’ the Almena. Don’t
you know him ?”

“What!” exclaimed the captain, look-
ing aft at the new helmsman. “Yes—no,
hardly—yes, it is! Sure enough. What a
come-down !—here, though—wait.”

The fat man was passing; the captain
collared him, shook him vigorously for a
few moments, then, holding him at
arm’s-length and marching him towards
the steps, kicked him solidly and viciously
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while he squirmed and cursed; then giv-
ing him a push and releasing him he lift-
ed him bodily with a final kick, over the

break of the poop and down clear of the

steps to the main deck. The man was too
fat to be badly hurt, but he bounded to
his feet and looked up with eyes blazing
in anger. '

“More 'n one way to skin a cat,” re-
marked the captain, calmly. “We don’t
often hit the man at the wheel, but we hit
other men. Take yourself forrard now
and—no more o’ your lip or you’ll wish
yourself dead ’fore long.”

“Will 1?” snarled the victim, “Will 1?
Not much—not till T’ve had you in jail
for a while. That goes down against you,
Capt’n Jackson. D’you know the new law,
you purblind fool? The amendment to
section forty-six hundred and eleven of
the Revised Statutes says that flogging
and all other forms of corposal punish-
ment are hereby prohibited on board—"

E wag interrupted. At a sign from
the captain the second mate had
sprung off the poop, landing on his shoul-.
ders and throwing him to the deck; then
began a sequence of punchings, chokings,
and cursings which did not end until the
little fat man had been worried along the
deck and hurled headlong among a group
of the newly aroused men near the for-
ward house. These received him with-
open arms—some of which arms termi-
nated in fists—and, in a milder degree,
continued the punishment. As the crew
was not yet officially “turned to,” and as
this operation promised to require the
moral influence of the combined after-
guard, Mr. Brown dignifiedly turned his
back on the dispute and hurried aft, find-
ing the captain and first mate interview-
ing the new helmsman, who, though his
bloodless body shivered under its rags in
the keen March wind, yet stood erect with
a dignity born of a better past and looked
his interlocutors squarely in the eyes.
“Yes, sir,” he was saying as the second
mate drew near; “it was that voyage
that did the business for me. I never
heard the last of it, and, one thing
with another—bad luck and all—well,
sir, here I am ’fore the mast.”
“Hadn’t—ahem—a—hadn’t whiskey
something to do with it?” inquired Cap-
tain Jackson, a little uneasily.
“Of course, capt’n; but—you were
mate, not skipper, and it may not have




hit you so hard. But when every crew

_flings it at you, when boys in the street
- yell at you, when your own wife laughs at

- you, what will you do? Youwll drink
sooner or later, gsir, Yes, and Mr. Becker
would drink. Any man would, sir.” His
voice had taken on the whining tone and
he dropped his glance to the compass
card,

“Well, Benson—yes—well—" The cap-
tain seemed somewhat embarrassed at
thus addressing his old skipper. “Wait a
few days; brace up and get it out o’ you,
and I'll see if I can’t use you aft.”

“Thank ye, sir,” said Benson, his
watery eyes lighting; “and say, capt'n,
I'm not an alarmist, but I was struck by
the voice o' the man I relieved. He knew
me, too, and do you know, sir, he remind-
ed me o Sinful Peck? ’Member him,
sir?”?

“Sinful Peck!—the little, sawed-off,
chief devil ¢ them all! Why didnt I
think! Of course—there’s something
familiar—" :

The captain looked forward and saw
the small fat man in the weather main
rigging shouting angrily to some one out
of sight on the main deck beneath him,
and the two boatswaing and the ecook
coming hurriedly up the poop-steps, look-
ing back as they came. Both boatswains
carried belaying-pins, and the cook—a
colored brether—was picking fragments
of food from his hair and clothing. And
now, as theugh aware of coming trouble,
diagnosed from the forward cahin door,
the steward appeared at the after-com-
panion with three double-barreled shot-
guns and three belts of cartridges, while
the carpenter, with a bleeding nose, fol-
lowed the cook and hoatswains up the
steps. The captain and two mates silent-
ly buckled on the belts handed by the
steward, took a gun each, and mounting
the house, went forward to the monkey-
rail, where they joined the three fugi-
tives.

“Devil of a crowd, sir,” said one of
the beatswains; “ean’t do anything with
them.” Theugh net really disfigured, he
looked the worse for wear.

“An’ T nebber see such men, sah,” said
the coek, earnestly; “dey won’t eat dey
b’eakfag’, Dey frow all dat hash at me.”

The carpenter, busy with his noge,

made no comment.
Captain Jackson and his officexs looked
over the monkey-rail, on which they non-
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chalantly rested their guns, the muzzles
slightly depressed, Clustered mnear the
main hateh and looking aft ecuriously
were the men who had been working for-
ward—an unkempt and seedy muster of
life’s failures, the material from which
the native American deep-water sailor
is usually developed. Directly underneath
and looking up at the guns, the sight of
which had evidently halted them, were
thirteen scowling ragamuffing in all
stages of disarray. A few wore greasy
caps or slouch hats, the rest were bare-
headed. Here and there a tightly but-
toned canvas jacket masked a gap be-
neath. One man, dressed in a complete
suit of washed-out oilskins, shivered
noticeably—but not in fear, as was evi-
denced by his red hair tinged with gray,
his Roman nose, his bushy, arching eye-
brows, and the threatening pose of his
body, bent back and to the right with
an iron belaying-pin extended at aym’s
length, Two men were in their stoeking
feet; one was witheut even stockings, and
three others ewned a boot apiece, not one
a mate for any of the others. The elothing
of all was greasy, tarry, patched, and
fringed, mest of it constructed from ean-
vas and blankets, and not a garment
among them fitting its wearer. One man,
with trousers ending near his knees, was
a giant ag large as the captain, and, aside
from his gray hair and a cast in one eye,
was a perfeect medel of virile manhoed.
Others were stoop-shouldered and bent,
and a few were nearly as corpulent as the
man in the main rigging. All were
middle-aged or elderly men, and en each
face was a eommmon expression of intelli-
gence, resentment, and disgust.

Captain Jacksen looked them over, and
grew pale as he locked.

CHAPTER II

GUNPLAY

(4 H, yew're up against the real

O thing now,” sang out the man

# in the rigging. “You wen’t mis-
treat Captain Jackson and Mr. Becker.
Not much—mnet while they’'ve got gunms,
you pack o’ wolves.”

“Now, Sinful, shut up,” called the big
giant; “and, Seldom—this te the Ro-
man-nosed man in oil-sking—*“just lower
that belayin’-pin. We'll talk this over with
the skipper ’fore we take action, What
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does this mean, anyhow, Jackson?” he
said, looking up at the captain.

“What does what mean ?”’ answered the
captain, slowly, ignoring the insolence in

the use of his name without his title.
' “QOh, you know us well enough. Why
are we here, shanghaied in a bunch
aboard your ship? Are you a party to
it? Haven’t you had enough o’ this
crowd ?”

“Candidly, I have. I know you all,
though two or three appear to be miss-
ing—in jail, I suppose. But you wouldn’t

have signed with me if I had been in the:

shipping-office, and as for being a party
to shanghaiing you, if such is the case,
why—well, I'd go to a hotter region for
a crew first. What do you want ?—to live
in the cabin?”

“We want you to turn back and put
us ashore,” said the spokesman, firmly.
“We didn’t sign your articles, and you’ve
no earthly right—"

“Yes, they did, capt’n,” interrupted the
man in the rigging. “Yesterday afternoon
—they all signed. They were all drunk,
but they signed. Get out your articles
and you’ll find their names, every one.”

The Roman-nosed man whirled in his
tracks and sent the belaying-pin flying
towards him, but it missed and went
overboard. ;

“I haven’t seen the articles since they
were returned to me,” answered the cap-
tain, “and I don’t know who signed. I
merely paid a shipping-master for
~ twenty-five men, and he signed and deliv-
ered them—mostly drunk. If you signed
my articles I am within the law in com-
pelling you to finish the voyage. Under-
stand that.”

“They all signed, capt’n,” yelled the
fat man. “Get out the articles.”

“Steward,” said the captain, turning
to that functionary, who had joined them
with more arms and ammunition, “bring
up the ship’s articles from my desk.”

* “Yes, sir.” The steward handed two
Winchester rifles and two revolvers to
the carpenter, cook, and two boatswains,
and hastened below, while Captain Jack-
son beckoned his first mate to one side.

“It’s them, all right,” said the latter,
with doubt and anxiety in his face.
“What’s to be done, sir?”’

The captain looked him steadily in the
eyes as though hoping to find there the
answer to the embarrassing question.

“I hardly know,” he said, at last. “I
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haven’t the slightest doubt that they were
shanghaied, in spite of what Sinful says.
That man would swear his own mother
into jail. Let’s see the articles.” :

The steward had arrived. The captain
took the folded paper from him and
opened it on the monkey-rail.

“Come aft, here, all of you,” he called
to the group amidships, and this dozen
of men slouched towards the others.
“Stand over to one side by yourselves,”
he added, as his eye ran down the list of
names; and, when they had grouped
themselves apart, “Answer to your names
as I read them.”

He read off twelve names distinctly,
but not one was answered. All were com-
monplace names—some foreign, some
English.

“Did you men,” said the captain, ad-
dressing the dozen, “sign in this ship for
the voyage to Singapore and back?”

All protested that they had not. They
were drunk on the day before; they had
been promised work up the State; they
were hungry and had been entex_'tained;
they had been struck down in the dark-
ness. None had been told of gomg in a
ship, and none desired to go.

“Now for the rest,” said the captain,
interrupting the clamor of the dozen.
“Sinful Peck?”

“Here,” joyously shouted the fat man.

“Bigpig Monahan?”

“That’s a name I haven’t been called
by for twenty years,” said the giant
spokesman. “What’s it doing there? I
didn’t write it.”

“Mocassey Gill?”

“Reckon that’s me,” said the barefoot-
ed man.

“Seldom Helward?”

The Roman-nosed man nodded as the
captain glanced down at him, then turned
a menacing eye on Sinful in the rigging.

“Poopdeck Cahill ?”

“Here,” answered one of the shirtless
men, in a quiet, respectful voice. “And,
captain,” he added, “I don’t doubt we’re
all down on the articles; but will you
please let us see the signatures? You'll
find by testing our handwriting that we
did not sign.”

He climbed the poop-steps confidently
and then to the top of the cabin, holding
out his hand for the sheet of paper, as
though the request were from one gentle-
man to another. His manner was com-
pelling, and Captain Jackson yielded.
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HE man read in a loud voice: “Ghost
O’Brien, Gunner Meagher, General

k. Lannigan, Turkey Twain, Sorry Welch,

Yampaw Gallegher, Jump Black, and
Shiner O’Toole.”

“Captain,” he said, handing back the
articles, ‘“those are our old nicknames,
but every one is forged except the first—
Sinful Peck. I know the handwriting of
all.”

“You’re a liar, Poopdeck,” came from
the main rigging.

A flush came to Poopdeck’s face, but a
smile to the captain’s. It had begun as the
last name was read, and possibly was
aroused by the reading.

. “Aren’t there more of you?” he asked,
good-humoredly. “Seems to me you’re not
all here. Who were the others? I forget.”

Poopdeck thought a moment or two
and said: “Senator Sands, and—Ilet’s see
—Yorker Jimson. Doctor Sands is now a
practicing physician in one of the Lake
cities and Mr. Jimson is a clergyman in
another. That is why they are not here.
We all live in Cleveland.”

“And how many—"

The report of a gun interrupted, and
they turned in time to see Mr. Becker
stagger backward, both long arms ex-
tended and his smoking shot-gun slip-
ping from his fingers—exploding the sec-
ond barrel as it struck the deck—while
the iron belaying-pin which had impacted
on his forehead whirled high in air. A
ery of pain rang out from the main rig-
ging, angry and profane exclamations
arogse from the men on the main-deck,
and the two arbitrators sprang to the
monkey-rail where the others were
threatening with their guns; but the de-
scending iron belaying-pin struck Poop-
deck on the head, and he fell prone be-
side the unconscious first mate.

A very natural thing happened. The
irascible Seldom Helward, having expend-
ed his belaying-pin on Sinful Peck, had
gecured another from the pinrail and re-
sumed his position in the van. The equal-
ly irascible Mr. Becker had resented this
display of antagonism to the extent of
lowering his gun to a line with Seldom’s
head and secowling viciously. Then the
iron club had flown, felling the officer;
his trigger finger had contracted as he
fell, and the charge, directed upward, had
struck Sinful Peck in the rigging, and
the second charge had flown harmlessly
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over the helmsman’s head; but the first
of the furious men to mount the poop-
steps saw the prostrate Poopdeck, and
called out, “They’ve shot Cahill, too. Let’s
kill the murdering scoundrels and be
done with it!”

“Back with you!” roared the captain.
“Down off my poop! Don’t you ecome up,
or we’ll shoot the last man of you. I am
master here. Get down!”

Counting the extra barrels of the shot-
guns, there were eight steel tubes looking
at the closely packed crowd in the alley
and on the steps. Slowly and sullenly they
backed down, and when all were on deck
Seldom asked, in a voice choking with
rage, “Well, what d’you want to do? Kill
us all?”

‘“No, but we will kill you all if you
make & display of force against me or my
officers. As sailors or passengers you are
under my authority, and it is lawful to
shoot you and confine you in irons for
mutiny. Thirty years ago we shot five
of you for this very same thing, and the
law still gives us the right. Who threw
that belaying-pin at the mate?”

“l did,” answered Seldom.

“Come up here.”

“I won’t!”

The eight tubes were pointed at Sel-
dom, and those near him, involuntarily
perhaps, shrank away.

“T'll count three,” said the captain.
uone_”

“Oh, don’t count,” growled Seldom.
“You've got the drep.”

He ascended to the alley, and the able
and efficient steward darted below and
returned with handecuffs, which Mr.
Brown secured on the mutineer’s wrists.
Then he led him aft to the lazarette and
lashed him to the quarter bitt. When the
officer returned Poopdeck was standing
up and feeling of his head in a dazed
manner, the first mate was in a sitting
posture, clumsily reloading his shetgun,
and the eaptain was ordering the wound-
ed Sinful assisted down from the rigging.
The men obeyed this order willingly, and
the subdued Sinful was soon laid out in
the scuppers.

“Now, captain,” said Bigpig Mona-
han, as he walked aft and looked up—
“now that you've got Seldom in irons,
suppose we ask again, What are you go-
ing to do?”

Captain Jackson made him no answer.
He turned, leaving the four subordinates
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on guard at the monkey-rail, and joined
his two mates.

“Get down on the main-deck,” he said
to Poopdeck; and the man obeyed. “Now,
Mr. Becker,” he said to the mate, who
had struggled to his feet, “there is one
of two things to be done: beat back to
Sandy Hook—fifty miles at least—land
them and ship a new crew at an expense
of over a hundred dollars and half a
week’s lost time, or—go on with them and
break them in. What do you say? They
are certainly shanghaied, and have a
right to be put ashore.”

“I’'m game, sir,” said the mate, thickly.
“T’d like a little further experience with
that feller that hit me.”

“Mr. Brown, how do you feel? Are you
willing to go out with this crew, and be
ready to shoot for your life at a second’s
notice?—for they’re not ordinary sail-
ors. You've seen that.”

“I will do as you direct, sir,” answered
the second mate. “And I can always get
along with men who know their work.”

“They know their work all right. That
isn’t it. I'm inclined to land them.”

Captain Jackson stepped to the mon-
key-rail, and looked over. Bigpig and
Poopdeck were conversing near the
booby-hatch ; their companions were clus-
tered around the form of Sinful Peck,
and the dozen shanghaied nondescripts
were scattered along the starboard side
of the deck from the poop-steps to the
main rigging. He gave but a passing
glance to these, and his eye returned to
the men from Cleveland. In gpite of their
rags and the after-effects of drug and
drink in their faces, there was yet an in-
dex of power, of confidence, of solidarity
in their every attitude and gesture.
There was a threat in every eye that re-
turned his stare, and the captain turned
away, walking aft with doubt and uncer-
tainty in his face. Then his glance rested
on the wasted, trembling figure of the
man at the wheel, and his face hardened.

“No—no—not for me,” he muttered,
as he brought the stock of his gun with
a thump to the deck. He stepped to the
monkey-rail. “Come aft here, the lot of
you,” he called. They came.

“All T know, or care to know,” he said
to them, “is that you are on my articles
and have begun the voyage to Singapore
and back to an American port. You will

_finish the voyage, or you will go to jail
in Singapore. Take your choice. Mr.
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Becker—Mr. Brown,” he said, turning to
his officers, “turn them to, get sail on
this ship and clear up the decks. When
you choose watches tonight, split that
crowd in half.”

“Ay, ay, sir,” they answered.

O Mr. Brown, steeped in the tra-

ditions of deepwater seafaring, the
easy acquiescence of this shanghaied
crew of the dictum of the captain was
but a natural deference to armed au-
thority.

“Do your work like men,” he had said
to his half of them when the watches
had been picked at eight bells that even-
ing, “and I'll treat you like men. But if
you don’t—if you gi’ me any trouble—
you’ll find me a tough customer, I'll tell
ye that.” To which the thirteen men of
his watch had made no response until
Bigpig Monahan, shifting his glance
from the second mate, cleared his throat
and answered, “Ay, ay, sir; we can do
our work.”

Then they had joined in the response,
and Mr. Brown had marched to his room
with the peculiar jerk to the knee-joints
which so well becomes an eﬁiclent and
self-confident officer.

But the fierce Mr. Becker had paid no
such trivial compliment to the intelli-
gence of the men; he paid a stronger at
midnight, when he sent the sleepy Mr.
Brown back to his room for his revolver,
enjoining upon him never to leave it out
of his reach. “For ye’ve got a crowd,” he
added, “that fear neither man, God, or
devil, but they do fear a gun. Show it
occasionally an’ use it if necessary, or
some o’ these nights I’ll come on deck an’
find ye gone.”

“What’s happened, Mr. Becker ?”’ asked
the second mate when he had returned
with his pistol.

“Nothin’,” said the mate, in a low
voice, with a suspicious glance at Poop-
deck, at the wheel; “but that don’t mean
nothin’, by a long sight. They’ve dropped
into line like the best crew there ever
was, but—the skipper told ye, didn’t he?”

“Yes, sir, the Almena’s crew; but they
seem to be quiet, well-behaved old men,
now.”

“Yes, quiet and well-behaved—just
now. But did you notice them all day
long—how sore their hands got? They’re
not used te the work lately. Lived ashore,



I take it, for some time; an’ they’ll make
trouble over this, sooner or later. The
skipper’s worried, but there’s only one
thing for you an’ me to do—carry it
through. We’re the mates, they’re the
crew, an’ we only know that much. Don’t
listen to any arguments.”

“All right, sir.”

“An’ stand your watch on the poop.
Let the bosun tend to things forrard, an’
if you want me or the skipper, stamp on
the deck over our heads.”

“Yes, sir.”

“And don’t let ’em forget that you're
heeled; an’ don’t hesitate to shoot if they
make a break.”

“All right, sir.”

“Course east by south, Wind’s haulin’
to the s’uthard.”

“Bast by south, sir.”

The mate went below, and during his
wateh Mr. Brown found no occasion to
change his estimate of the crew. The six
nondescript landsmen in his watch were
like all such—very much in their own
-and others’ way; but the seven of evil
repute were quite up to his description of
them—quiet, well-behaved old men, in-
telligent and respectful, and aside from
their involuntary wincing as their in-
flamed hands gripped the ropes that they
pulled, as efficient a watch as the hardiest
of seasoned sailors. They knew the ropes,
knew the calls, and even anticipated a
great many of the second mate’s orders.

And so he reported to the captain in
the morning ; but the captain so far over-
ruled the judgment as to call the broken-
down Benson aft at one bell, bathe him,
clothe him from the slop-chest, then arm
him, and give him instructions similar
to those given Mr. Brown by Mr.
Becker.

Yet, at noon, probably inspired by the
sight of Mr. Benson’s new clothes, the
whole shivering crew, twenty-three men,
without Sinful, Seldom, and the helms-
man, came aft with a peaceful front, and
respectfully requested Captain Jackson
to sell them slops against their wages—
thug indicating their present submission,
at least. Captain Jackson was obliging to
the extent of his power; he was glad to
gell, but, not having enough of any one
garment to go around, he could only de-
liver the store of clothing te them in a
- lump, chargeable against the twenty-
four men as a whole, and advise them to
be brotherly and share with ene another.

THE SEA ROGUE

399

They took the clothing forward, and
divided up as they could.

And so the big ship sailed over on the
first leg of the long Atlantic zigzag, each
day driving the right of might deeper
into the hearts and brains of these men,
and by the time the northeast trade was
reached things were running smoothly.
Mr. Bengon, though tésty of temper and
tremulous of voice, had developed into
a capable member of the after-guard,
wise in his judgment of wind and
weather and gkilful in the planning of
work; Seldom Helward, at the respect-
ful petition of Poopdeck and Bigpig, and
on his promise of good behavior, had been
released from irons and placed in the
port watch, and Sinful Peck had so far
recovered as to be of use at light tasks
with palm-and-needle.

But Sinful’s cheerfulness had deserted
him, and his girth was perceptibly less
—the last possibly due to his melancholy,
but more probably to the forecastle diet,
which was not fattening. And his moodi-
ness, too, though possibly the thoughtful
habit of mind often induced by bitter ex-
perience with buckshot, was more prob-
ably due to the antagonism of his fellows.
Even as they had carefully picked the last
leaden globule from his tissue, and nursed
him to health as they would a sick mule,
so now they reviled him and cursed him as
earnestly as they might the same mule
when past the need of pity., Yet Sinful
maintained the meoral strength which,
with the unwitting ce-operation of Mr.
Brown, made it possible later for these
men to win their point.

The captain, the first and the third
mate, though lessening not one whit of
their dignity as masters of the situation,
were careful not to provoke the erew un-
necessarily. Mr. Brown, on the contrary,
became a victim to his incomplete early
estimate of them. He had successfully as-
saulted Sinful in the beginning; later he
found occasion to assault the landsman
of his watch; then dropping easily into
the habit of a good second mate, he un-
wisely planted his fist between the
shoulderblades of Gunner Meagher one
night as Gunner was passing—too slow-
ly, in Mr. Brown’s opinion—on his way
to the wheel.

“He admitted later that he had no real
knowledge of what happened. He had not
thought of using his pistol until the last
glimmer of consciousness was leaving
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him, and when he came to his senses
afterwards, flat on his back in the alley,
unable to tell which part of his body hurt
the most, the pistol was gone from his
‘pocket. There were men coming towards
him from the poop-steps and another
from aft, evidently the man who had had

-the wheel. Rising unsteadily, with his °

hand still in his empty pocket, he saw
these men halt in their tracks, and real-
ized, dazed as he was, that his loss of the
pistol was unknown to them.

“Down off the poop wi’ you!” he yelled,
‘his hand still in his pocket, and they
sobeyed him, the man from the wheel
hurrying by him with head averted, as
though fearing a blow. First assuring
himself that Gunner was at the wheel, he
rapped on the deck over the mate’s head,
and, when he appeared, explained to him.
The mate listened, and called the captain
and third mate. While waiting for them
the two searched the alley, but found no
pistol.

It was no time for recrimination:
there was a loaded pistol at large, and
when the captain had slipped another into
the hand of the second mate they
marched aft to interview the helmsman.

“Hands up!” ordered the captain,
sternly, as he covered Gunner with his
revolver. “Take the wheel, Mr. Benson”;
and as the third mate caught the spin-
ning spokes Gunner meekly raised his
hands. “Go through him, Mr. Becker.
Get that gun, first thing.”

“T have no gun, gentlemen,” said Gun-
ner, brokenly.

“Shut up!
Becker.”

“No gun here, sir,” answered the mate,
after he had felt all around in the cloth-
ing of Gunner.

“I repeat, gentlemen, I have no gun.
If, as I surmise, Mr. Brown’s pistol is
missing, I can only suggest that it fell
from his pocket a few moments ago; but
I did not see it. I fear that if I had he
would not be standing erect now. I am
glad that it is so. I am very sorry—for—
for my unseemly rage; but I had not been
struck for years—in fact, since the voy-
age of the Almena, captain—and I lost
control of myself. I sincerely beg Mr.
Brown’s pardon.”

Mr. Brown gasped. Such an attitude
of mind in a sailor was beyond his ex-
perience, and they were silent while they
stared at Gunner. Then the captain

Search him well, Mr.
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si)oke. “What the devil are you—a prize?
fighter or a preacher?”
“I am—captain—but—if you will par-

don me, I prefer giving no details regard-

ing myself.”
“Take the wheel again.”

CHAPTER III
“You’LL Have To Give Us Pie”

UNNER took the spokes from the
G third mate, and the party mus-

tered in the weather alley, where
they all remained, speculating on the
situation, until morning. The men were
not disturbed, only as they were counted
and ordered to relieve the wheel and look-
out in the usual way when they came aft
at the change of watches; but the two
men who relieved the wheel at four and
six o’clock were searched for the missing
pistol, and the lee alley was gone over
again at daylight, to no avail. At seven
bells all were called aft, and the armed
after-guard scowled down on them from
the top of the house. In language terse
and expressive the captain explained that
the pistol must be given up or there
would be trouble.

“We don’t know anything about that
pistol, captain,” said Bigpig, “and did
not hear of it until Gunner came forward
at eight bells. But you know us pretty
well, captain—you know that if we got
that gun there’d be something doing be-
fore this. I admit, candidly, that I was
one of those who came aft to help Gun-
ner. I only wish I'd laid hands on it. Gun-
ner here is the only one who might not
have used it, and he didn’t get it. If he
had he’d ha’ given it back. That’s the
kind of man Gunner is, these days.”

“That will do!” ordered the captain,
sternly. Then he studied the upturned
faces beneath him.

“Until that pistol is produced,” he said
at last, “you will be kept up in your after-
noon watch, and you will be worked
through the night watches by lantern-
light. You will also be put upon the allow-
ance; and you know what that means—
practically starvation.”

Then up spoke Sinful Peck. “Which
allowance do you mean, captain; the new
or the old?”

“You will get your three quarts of
water, your pound of beef and bread,
your pea-soup and codfish; no more. Go



forrard, the pack of you!” answered the
captain, impatiently. But Sinful was not

satisfied.

- “You're quoting the old whack, cap-
- tain,” he said, “and the law of ninety-
eight has substituted a much better. If
you put us on the government allowance,
you’ll have to give us pie—"

“That’s enough!” interrupted the cap-
tain. “Go forrard!”

“It’s not enough, captain. There’s a
new scale of provisions provided by law,
and I demand it. There’re four quarts of
water allowed per man; there’s a pound
‘and a half of fresh bread a day, besides
half a pound of hardtack and half a
pound of flour. There’s canned goods, and
dried fruit, and pickles, and good coffee.
There’s a scale of provisions good enough
for a longshoremen’s boarding-house, and
I demand it for this crew. I demand pie
three times a week, for there’s an allow-
ance of an ounce of lard a day, which
can’t be used up except in pie-crust. And
there’s a penalty, Captain Jackson, of
from fifty cents to a dollar a day for each
man of your crew deprived of any part of
this allowance.”

“Shut up, you fo’castle lawyer!” said
the astounded captain, .

“T will not shut up!” replied Sinful,
excitedly. “I have a right to speak. I have
been assaulted illegally aboard this ship,
and for that, Captain Jackson, you and
your second mate shall serve from three
months to two years in jail, as sure as
you live to be tried. There is no alterna-
tive of fine in the amendment, which I
quoted at the time. Also, captain, you will
be mulcted to the tune of a hundred dol-
lars for not providing a suitable slop-
chest and a safe and warm forecastle.
Both forecastles are leaky, and the doors
open forward. Every sea comes in. Sec-
tion forty-five hundred and seventy-two
of the Revised Statutes is amended—"

“Will you shut up and get forrard?”
roared the enraged captain. “Any more o’
this, and I’ll put you in irons!”

“So much the worse for you if you
do, Captain Jackson,” answered Sinful,
bravely; “and right here, captain, I make
a formal request for one suit of woolen
clothing provided by law from the slop-
chest. These thieves beside me have
stolen my clothes.”

A few of the “thieves”—all of whom
had been regarding him with wonder—
frowned sternly at him now, but most
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faces took on a grin. It was somewhat
contagious, though Mr, Benson remained
immune.

“I will consider your request and all
that you have said,” said the captain.
“But I say to you again, go forrard at
once.” :

They trooped forward, and the captain
and first mate went to breakfast, the
former procuring a pamphlet from his
room before seating himself at the table.

“I heard about this new law ashore,
sir,” said Mr. Becker, anxiously.

“So did I,” answered the captain, turn-
ing the leaves of the pamphlet; “and if
I'd expected to have a single one o’ those
devils aboard I'd have looked into it.
Here it is, all here. He’s right—‘compen-
sation.”” He read: “‘For shortage in
stores’—um—*to be paid to him in addi-
tion to and to be recoverable as wages’
—um—*not exceeding fifty’—Listen! ‘In
respect of bad quality, a sum not exceed-
ing one dollar a day.’ Let’s see this new
whack.” He turned the leaves and read
silently.

“He’s right, Mr. Becker,” he said, look-
ing up. “It would run a hotel. What fools
got up this scale? Why, it’ll take the
profits of the voyage. Here, steward!” he
called; and when the steward came he
said: “Look this over, and see what you
make of it, How about that pie?” The
steward, who had heard the petition of
Sinful, took the pamphlet, and the cap-
tain began his breakfast.

“I see, captain,” said the smiling stew-
ard a few moments later, “that there is
plenty of fresh bread and biscuit pro-
vided, as well as the flour. Now, if there
was baking-powder allowed, this flour
could be expended in tea-biscuits, but
without it, and with the daily allowance
of lard to be used up, why, there is noth-
ing but as the man said—pie-crust.”

“Pie for sailors!” muttered the mate.
“Pie!” But the captain said nothing. He
réemained in his room through the day,
and in the last dog-watch called all hands
aft.

“Men,” he said to them when they had
mustered at the mizzen hatch, “I find
that I am caught foul on this new law”—
he held the pamphlet opened in his hand
as he spoke, and occasionally glanced at
it—*“and I am not prepared to carry out
all its provisions—that is, not having the
stores on board, I cannot feed you the
new allowance, which is much better than
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the ‘full-and-plenty’ which I have so far
given you. The old whack which I spoke
of is not to be considered, of course. Now,
I mean to continue the full-and-plenty,
and I mean to give you watch-and-watch,
and there will be no night work except
such as is necessary, or such as may be
given in individual cases as punishment,
although the new law says nothing about
these things. I grant this of my own ae-
cord. I am satisfied by this time that M.
Brown’s pistol went overboard in the
scuffle last night; also do I consider Gun-
ner Meagher’s explanation of his not hav-
ing been struck of late years, and his
losing control of himself. He got the best
of Mr. Brown, and ought to be satisfied.

“I find that I, or my owners, are liable
to one hundred dollars fine for not pro-
viding a suitable slop-chest, and for the
faulty comstruction of the forecastle.
This will be paid cheerfully at the end of
the voyage. I find that both Mr. Brown
and myself are liable to imprisonment
for assault on Sinful Peck, and that I am
liable to civil damages if I allow Mr.
Brown to escape., I will see that he does
not escape; and we will both appear for
trial on the complaint of Sinful Peck.
Against this I expect that you will work
faithfully and respectfully, as you have
done—with the exception of Sinful
Peck.”

It was a manly speech; the men were
certainly impressed. They looked at one
anether, and then Bigpig spoke.

“That is all right, captain,” he said,
“as far as it goes. If we are to finish the
voyage the grub and the forecastle are
small matters, and further assault might
be met with on the spot, without waiting
for the courts to act; but does the new
law say anything about taking men to sea
against their wishes?”

“Nothing at all; neither is it changed
in regard to mutiny, or resistance to as-
sault. If assaulted, your redress is in the
courts: resistance at sea is mutiny, and
you can be shot. We will shoot you if you
mutiny. And in the case of Sinful Peck,
he had best understand that our punish-
ment for assaulting him is already
earned and will be no heavier if the as-
sault is repeated. He has eaten his cake.”

“We care nothing for Sinful nor his
troubles, captain, He signed for the voy-
age; we did not. We’re old men, not over-
fond of scrapping, and we mean to take
this matter into court at the first oppor-
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tunity. Just the same, you can consider
that it is your being armed that induces

us to this submission. We accept the

situation under protest.” =
“Your protest will go into the official

log. If you have nothing more to say, you

may go forward.”

They went forward, and the captain
turned to his officers.

“Whether or not they have that pistol,
it is the only course to take. They are
intelligent men, able to make trouble, We
know that well. The consul at Singapore
can do nothing but order their discharge.
Well, men are plenty there and wages
low. If they want to stay, work them up
until they are glad to desert, but treat
them well until then—that is— Well, Mr.
Brown, you are going te jail. I consign
Sinful Peck to your care until then.”

“All right, sir.” And the second mate
smiled. %

CHAPTER 1V

MuTiny .

HE experiences of Sinful Peck

during the rest of the passage

were harrowing in the extreme.
Shunned and snubbed by his shipmates,
hazed and harassed by the officers—a
pariah among his kind—he grew thinner
and thinner as the voyage progressed, un-
til his rather small-boned frame held
nothing of fat—only a knotty covering
of muscular tissue. He was the one man
of the crew kept up in the afternoon
watech, and being a proficient helmsman,
he did all the day steering in fine
weather, his tricks on alternate days last-
ing from breakfast to suppertime. If
there was a particularly hard or distaste-
ful task to be done, Sinful was put to it;
if there was an Irish pennant (a stray
rope-yarn) hanging on a lofty stay or
streteh of rigging, Sinful was sent to re-
move it. He was cursed and kicked by the
officers—even the old third mate doing
his share; but the secret, dominating at-
titude of mind which had governed his
perversity at the beginning held him to-
gether—only the fixed, sullen scowl which
had come to his face showing how he suf-
fered.

As for the ofser men, under the
masterly influence of Bigpig and Poop-
deck they did their work so well and so
willingly that there was really no ex-
cuse for criticism or ill-treatment, and
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no apparent need for the occasional
showy display of weapons by the of-
ficers, or for their standing the night
watches so faithfully on the poop.
Though the old enemies, Seldom Helward
and Mr. Becker, looked fixedly into each
other’s faces once in a while, as though
wishing for changed conditions, no fur-
ther approach to friction occurred until
the ship had rounded the Cape, sailed
across the broad stretch of the Indian
Ocean, through the Strait of Sunda, and
up the Sumatran coast to near the en-
trance of Rhio Strait, where, among the
flock of native craft beating out to sea,
Captain Jackson made out the presence
of a Singapore pilot-boat, and so in-
formed his second mate in a voice loud
enough to be heard by all. Then some-
thing occurred which shows that human
nature is weak, and that fixed, dominat-
ing purpose has its limits.

Work was going on; the second mate
was on the main-deck overseeing it, and
Sinful had spilled some paint on the deck.
As the captain sang out the news of the
coming pilot, Mr. Brown was in the act
of reproving Sinful; and Bigpig Mona-
han, passing at the moment, stopped
short and said: “That’s a shame! What’s
the use of half killing him? I’ve seen
enough of this. Now quit it.” Then he
had calmly twisted the belaying-pin from
Myr. Brown’s hand and dropped it. The
second mate sprang away, reaching for
his pistol, and Bigpig folded his big
arms. Mr. Brown might or might not
have used the pistol, but he was not given
time. Sinful, his eyes streaming with
tears that were possibly started more
from Bigpig’s sympathy than from his
rage, drew a revolver from his pocket
and shot the second mate through the leg.
The officer fell to the deck.

“You will, will you!” screamed Sinful.
“Drive a man to the gallows, will you!
All right—here goes!”

He turned and took good aim at the
captain, hurrying along the alleyway
above them, but missed him. The captain
turned back, evidently unarmed at this
fatal moment when he needed arms; but
Bigpig, with kindling eyes, picked up the
second mate’s revolver and covered him.

“Come back, captain!” he called; “don’t
you go below! Come down here! Quick,
or I'll bore you!”

The captain hesitated, while the short,
blue tube in Bigpig’s steady hand
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searched his very soul; then he came
slowly forward and down the steps. And
while he came Sinful’s strident voice was
calling :

“Down from aloft everybody. Call the
watch.”

The men were coming down by the run-
ning rigging and aft on the deck. One
bawled into the port forecastle, and soon
the watch below flocked out. Sinful tied
the wrists of his wounded persecutor
with the lanyard of his paint-pot, then
joined Bigpig in his menace to the cap-
tain.

“Not one word, captain,” said Bigpig,
“or you’ll be killed. We're in for it now,
though a little suddenly. Submit, and you
won’t be harmed. Lie down on deck and
put your hands behind you—Quick!”

The last word burst out like the blast
of a trumpet, for the captain had begun
to speak. He quietly lay down and extend-
ed his hands. The men bound hlm, and
Bigpig found time to ask:

“Where’d you get that gun, Sinful?”

“Found it—found it on deck that
night. Come on, Bigpig—come on, the
rest o’ you. They're asleep yet.”

ORWARD were the two boatswains—

one just aroused—the -carpenter,
steward, and cook looking aft at them,
but displaying no hostility in their anx-
ious faces. Mr. Becker and Mr. Benson,
asleep in their berths, were wakened by
cold muzzles pressed into their temples
and stern voices ordering them to “Lie
still.” They were bound in their berths
and their doors locked. Then the men
noisily returned to the deck.

“Back the mainyards, boys,” sang
out Bigpig, who easily assumed the direc-
tion of things. “Bring her up, Tosser,”
he added, to the man at the wheel. “Keep
the mizzen royal just lifting.”

In five minutes the ship was hove to,
and Bigpig, while the crew raided the
cabin for firearms, secured a deck bucket
and sat down upon it, facing the con-
quered Captain Jackson, who had
struggled to a sitting posture.

“Well, captain,” he said, good-humor-
edly, “you see the unexpected has hap-
pened. We have charge of the ship, and
she’s hove to. Now which ‘do you think
she ought to do—remain hove to until
that pilot comes along or turn back for
New York?”

“Take the pilot, in the name of com-
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mon-sense, There’s jail for you all in
either case.”

“Not necessarily, captain. The laugh
would be decidedly on you if we sailed
back without touching at Singapore, and
though there might be complications,
. there wouldn’t be any jail. Do you know
that this erowd can control the Cleveland
Board of Trade, and could bring a pretty
strong pressure on the New York
Chamber of Commerce?”

Captain Jackson’s face was noncom-
mittal, though his eyes opened slightly.
The second mate, lying in his blood,
groaned a little at this moment, and Big-
pig, without rising, beckoned to the men
coming out of the cabin, and called out for
the steward. They carried the second
mate, still bound, to his berth, and locked
the steward into the room with him. For,
though they had found a large armament,
the steward might know of other guns.

“You made a bad mistake, captain,”
resumed Bigpig, “to think that for thirty
years men would remain before the mast
helpless under the law. For one, I am
master and managing. owner of a steel
steamer twice the size of this ship. I have
a clear case of damages against you for
taking me away from my business. Tur-
key Twain, who painted your hen-coop
yesterday, has been two terms a mayor of
a Western city. Gunner Meagher hap-
pens to own a few dollars, sent from
heaven, he thinks, but inherited from an
Irish uncle, I know. And”—and Bigpig
grinned—*"he did up your bucko second
mate all right.”

“Well,” asked the captain, “what about
Sinful Peck? He admits signing articles.”

“And he did—to pay a fool bet on
Bryan’s election in the campaign of
ninety-six. You see, the bet was that he
should make a voyage with Captain Ben-
son, if he still sailed a ship, or with you,
or Mr. Becker, wherever you were. We
easily found track of you through the
Maritime Exchange, and had to wait two
years until you struck New York; then
we all—all but two—came down to make
sure he sailed. He had to pay a crimp
heavily to ship him, fat as he was, and
paid the crimp also—that is, we think
he did—to shenghai us. Sinful doped us
all at a wine supper, and the crimp did
the rest.”

“Well, what do you want?” asked the
captain. “How can we compromise this
. thing ?”’

ey
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“I don’t think it’ll be hard, if you’re
reasonable, captain. I don’t suppose you’d
care to sail into New York in irons, and
have it get out that you had the same
old Almena crew to handle. Do you?”

Captain Jackson slowly shook his head.

“Neither do we care to have it known
that Sinful shanghaied us. We can induce
him to keep quiet, I think. Why, captain,
he’s one of the best lawyers in Cleveland.
Cahill is a literary man, Helward is skip-
per of a cracker ship than mine, but the
same old scrapper. Now I think that if
you’ll make good the loss of our money
and jewelry in New York, so that we can
dress decently in Singapore, and pay our
passage home on the first steamer, why
—I'll have to consult the rest—but I
think we can compromise. Or we can
brace the yards for the back trip.”

“But Sinful Peck? He shot Mr. Brown.
How about him?”

“Served him right, but he’ll get well.
One bullet won’t kill a bucko; but Sin-
ful goes with us, of course—that is, un-
less he prefers to carry out his bet. He
made it with Captain Helward, and there
was an alternative of ten thousand dol-
lars. How about that, Seldom ?”

The men had collected around them,
listening. Seldom Helward stepped for-
ward, carrying in his hand an opened
satchel., There was an ominous frown
over his hooked nose and ferocious eyes.

“We can discuss that later,” he said;
“but here’s my grip, just dut of Captain
Jackson’s room. And all our watches and
jewelry are in it, and my revolver, and
yours, Monahan, and half a dozen others.
Capt’n, what part had you in shanghaiing
this crowd?”

“None whatever,” answered the cap-
tain. “That grip was given me for safe-
keeping by Sinful Peck on the first morn-
ing out.” 3

Sinful seemed to shrink still smaller
as the eyes of the whole party settled
upon him.,

“Then you did put up the job, after
all,” said Seldom to him. “You little,
sawed-off shyster; I don’t want your ten
thousand.”

“And you kept still about the second
mate’s gun when you found it, Sinful,”
said Bigpig Monahan, with the calm se-
verity of a magistrate. “Even that was
wrong. What was your idea in the mat-
ter?”




“To take the conceit out o’ you all,”
- gaid Sinful, sullenly. “You flocked down
to New York to laugh at me just because
I hadn’t ready money to pay up, and I've
got the laugh on you—that’s all.”

“You have, have you?” said Bigpig,
frowning. “Well, we have another laugh
coming to us. It’s up to you, Captain Hel-
ward. Shall he go home with us, or shall
he finish the voyage with Jackson?”

“I said I didn’t want his money. Let
him pay his bet as he started to.”

“Very well. Now, Captain Jackson,
here’s the proposition—and if any of you
men”’—he looked around the group—
“object to any of the terms as I name
them, speak out. We will turn back, cap-
tain, with you and your mates in irons,
and sail back to New York, buying with
drafts on your owners, any stores neces-
sary from ships we meet; then we will
fight you in the courts or we will
resume work—holding possession of our
weapons—take the ship into Singapore
for you and there you will discharge us
all, except Sinful, and fit us out at the
best tailor’s with clothing sufficient for
our needs, and secure us first-class pas-
sage home.

“You are not to prosecute, or further
punish Sinful for shooting the mate, but
you are to hold him and compel him to
finish the voyage to an American port of
discharge. In consideration of this we
will mutually bind ourselves to say noth-
ing about the whole matter. Is it
agreed?”’ .

No one had objected to the terms, and
the captain studied their faces.

“What guarantee have I,” he began—
“what guarantee have you—"

“You are dealing with gentlemen,” in-
terrupted Poopdeck. “We assume, Cap-
tain Jackson, that when not dealing with
sailors you are one also.”

“I agree,” said the captain. “I prom-
ise on my word.”

“Cast him adrift,” said Bigpig, rising.
“Sinful, give up that gun and go in
irons.” Sinful looked wildly about him,
but the circle was closing in menacingly
upon him, and he meekly handed over the
pistol.

“Surely,” murmured Gunner Meagher,
“the way of the transgressor is hard.”

HE captives were released from the
staterooms, Sinful Peck ironed in the
lazarette, the yards swung under the
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direction of the bewildered first mate, and
the big ship, gathering way under the
faintest of quartering airs, forged slow-
ly ahead; then, as the mutineers trooped
forward, Captain Jackson leaned over the
taffrail and vented his pent-up rage in
softly spoken but intense profanity. The
mate approached.

“They took charge, Mr. Becker,” said
the captain, hotly, as he turned. “They
had the pistol the second mate lost, and
shot him with it; then they got the drop
on me, and tied me down; then they tied
you and the third mate in your bunks;
then they raided the cabin and got every-
thing in the shape of a firearm that I
had aboard.”

“They got my pistol, too,” said the
mate; “but—they’ve gone to work.”

“Yes; on my promise to pay 'em off at
Singapore, fit ’'em out with clothes, and
pay their passage home by steamer,
Think o’ the expense.”

“To hell wi’ them, capt’n; land ’em in
jail for mutiny.”

“That’s very likely what I'll do,” said
the captain, sulkily; then he glanced at
the listening helmsman, who, at the men-
tion of jail, had turned a calm and re-
proving eye upon him. “But, you see, it's
this way,” he continued, raising his
husky voice a little for the man’s benefit:
“I promised; and then, though they used
to be sailors, they are now—that is, the
fourteen who did the business—ship-
owners and skippers and business men
from Cleveland. They seem to be influ-
ential men at home.”

“Yes, capt’n,” came a voice from the
lazarette below, “and there’s where the
fun comes in. Just you put the bloody-
minded mutineers in jail; we’ll make ’em
finish the voyage, too.”

“Shut up, down there,” said the mate;
and the voice subsided. Then the third
mate appeared, his watery eyes blinking
in anxiety.

“Mr. Brown’s in a bad way, sir,” he
said to the captain. “It’s risky, this hot
weather. What’s happened, sir? He can’t
talk straight.”

“I forgot him!” exclaimed the captain,
hurrying away. '

“Mutiny, Mr. Benson,” said the first
mate in answer to the other’s query.
“Had charge for a while, and the skip-
per made terms with ’em. But it’s muti-
ny, just the same, and that means jail.”
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The mate chuckled, and again the man
at the wheel turned his reproving gaze
around; then, putting his hands to his
mouth, the man bawled:

“Bigpig, lay aft, here; I want to talk
to you.” :

“Here—here!” roared the astounded
first mate. “What’s this—"

“That will do now—that will do!”’ in-
terrupted the helmsman, patting the air
in Mr. Becker’s direction, “I believe the
time is past when loud language is need-
ed from you. Be still.”

The mate glared hard at him, but sub-
sided. Then Bigpig Monahan lifted his
giant frame up the poopsteps and lum-
bered aft by the weather alley—another
insult to the traditions of the sea—and
with his hand on the butt of a pistol in
his trousers pocket, and his distorted eye
shifting curiously from one to the other,
said to the helmsman, “What’s up, Tos-
ser?”’

“Just this, Monahan. I was at the
wheel, here, and didn’t take a hand; so
I only know what you’ve bargained for
by what these men say. They’re going to
jail us all for mutiny. Better have things
down in black and white.”

Bigpig mused a few moments, then an-
swered: “Reckon that’s so. He gave his
word of honor, all right, but then—he’s
only a peoor, ignorant, forgetful salt-
- water skipper. Where is he?”

The captain emerged from the after-
companion at this juncture, and Bigpig
said to him: “Hear you’re going to jail
us for mutiny. Now, no use talking”’—he
raiged his veice as the captain started to
speak—“get out your official log and
enter in it that we men are exempt from
the charge of mutiny and piracy.”

“If you doubt my given word,” said
Captain Jackson, angrily, “let me inform
you that such an entry will not hold good
against your names on the articles and
your being in my forecastle. Under the
law you are sailors or passengers.”

“We are passengers.”

“Then if you are passengers you can-
not collect wages for the passage out, and
I save that much for my owners.”

“To the devil with your wages,” said
Bigpig, contemptuously. “Eighteen dol-
lars a month! We wouldn’t kick for
clothes only to look decent while we are
drawing on our home banks.”
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“Very well. Down it goes, and we’ll all
sign it.” 5%

The official log—excellent evidence in
court—was produced, and inm it was
stated that thirteen of the ship’s people,
whose names were on the articles as
sailors, were, to all intents and purposes,
passengers assisting to take the ghip into
Singapore; that they were not punishable
for mutiny, but were not entitled to col-
leet wages, or other emoluments, from
the ship; that Captain Jackson was to
fit them out with good clothing at Singa-
pore and pay their passage to San Fran-
cisco, and—this an after-thought of Big-
pig’s—pay their hotel bills and keep them
supplied with moderate spending money
while waiting for the banks to cash their
drafts, in lieu of the wages which they
relinquished,. :

But, at the suggestion of the sceptical
Mr. Becker, the captain ingisted on
amending the last clause to read that his
liability for board and spending money
should cease if the banks should refuse
to honor the drafts. To this Bigpig
agreed, and when the captain and the
two mates had signed their names, the
others came aft at his behest, and the
fair white page was embellished with
their names.

“Now, send it down here and T’ll sign,”
came the voice from below.

“Not much, my joker,” said Rigpig,
peering down on the speaker. “You’re a
shipped man o’ the crew, and you're not
in it. All you get is the skipper’s mere
promise of immunity from prosecution.”

“But I will say right here,” said the
captain, looking around, “that the glass
is falling and I expeect a typhoon. If we
do not get in soon Mr. Brown will die for
lack of medical skill, and in that case
my promise will not avail. Peck will
hang, and it may go hard with you all.”

Their faces fell; and Bigpig looked
questioningly around the group. One ut-
tered the name, “Sinful,” and their faces
lightened.

“Sinful’s the man,” said Bigpig. “Get
him up here.”

“Dr. Sinful Peck,” he said, sternly, a
few moments later, when the released
prisoner had scrambled up from the dark
lazarette, “how long did yeu practice
in the hospitals before you teok up
law ?”

“Three years, if it’s any o’ your busi-
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ness,” answered Sinful, stiffening his
~small frame to full height and blinking
his round eyes.
“Good enough. Go down to the second
mate and save his life—or hang.”

“Goodness me!” murmured Sinful,
squinting down the hatch. “And I was so
comfortable down there. First prospect
of rest this voyage, and now I must go
to work again.”

“No joking,” said Captain Jackson. “I
promised not to prosecute you, and you
were only ironed on the demand of these
men. But if Mr. Brown dies, you are up
against the gallows. I cannot save you.
If you have been a doctor, go down to the
second mate. There is a medicine-chest.”

“Ay, ay, sir,” answered Sinful, salut-
ing in smiling, mock respect. “Takes all
. trades nowadays—'' But they bundled
him off the poop.

He called on the steward’s assistance,
and two hours later soberly reported to
Captain Jackson that the patient was
sleeping under opiates, that he had set
the fracture, that the fever would prob-
ably be under control, but that the bul-
let could not be extracted with the ap-
pliances on board; it was a hospital job,
and meanwhile Mr. Brown would need
his undivided attention, though the
steward could be spared to his duties. To
which the captain, anxious over his ba-
rometer, gave a wearied agreement.

Then, procuring a stool and a bhook
from from Mr. Brown’s room, Sinful
seated himself in the shade near the
forward companion-door, within sound
of his patient’s breathing. And at din-
ner-time, after the captain and first mate
had eaten, he calmly sat down to second
table with the scandalized third mate,
who, however, made no verbal objection;
for doctors have rights at sea. But when
he had again taken to his stool and book,
with his pipe in full blast, and the stew-
ard had carried the news forward to the
men who had surrounded a beef-kid and
eaten with jack-knives and fingers, Big-
pig arose, marched aft, and forcefully
kicked the doctor off the stool. There was
nothing said: Sinful evidently knew the
futility of speech, and Bigpig was scorn-
fully mute; but when he had gone the
doctor resumed his seat and relighted his
pipe. Discipline being at an end, he
escaped the just criticism of his legiti-
mate superiors.
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CHAPTER V
To THE RESCUE

HE air, barely moving in the

morning, was still at noon, the

dead stagnation only relieved by
the draft from the courses as they flapped
with the heave of the ship. There was a
yellowish-gray appearance overhead and
around, and the native craft on the ho-
rizon, with the blue rising of land to the
southward, distinct in each detail at day-
light, were now hidden in a haze. But by
four o’clock the yellow had left the sky,
leaving the gray; and across this gray
from west to east moved light, feathery
clouds, while the native craft were close-
hauled to an off-shore breeze that dark-
ened the sea with short, breaking waves
and increased in fitful puffs. Captain
Jackson again consulted the barometer
and called the thirteen aft. They came and
surrounded Sinful, sitting on his stool.

“Men,” he said, “there is a typhoon
coming and we've got to get sea-room.
You are passengers, but—will you
work ?”

“Most certainly, capt’n,” answered
Bigpig. “Just give your orders.”

“Count me out, gentlemen,” said Sin-
ful, arising from his stool and turning
towards the companion. “I am on special
duty.” He passed in, followed by wither-
ing looks.

“Very well,” said the captain. “Mr.
Becker, take in the royals, and get gant-
lines and mast-ropes aloft to send down
the upper spars, if necessary. We'll keep
on this tack and shorten down only as we
need.” :

The job used up the daylight; but it
was no sooner begun than Sinful emerged
with his book and pipe, and, as they
pulled and shouted aloft, he -calmly
smoked and turned the leaves. Once, hot
and flushed from a climb to the mizzen
royal and down, Seldom Helward halted
before him and creased his corrugated
brow into a more than usually ferocious
scowl as he harshly remarked that it was
a poor time to improve his mind. There
were other profane and intemperate ex-
pressions of disapproval added to the
remark as well; but Sinful ignored them,
answering only the first, and smiling
sweetly into the face of his critic.

“Never too late to improve your mind,
Seldom,” he said, turning the book and
showing it. “Navigation. I advise you to



408

study it. Ordinarily intelligent men don’t

need it on the Lakes, but you will pardon

me—" Seldom, with a deeper curse on
his lips, left him, and Sinful, still smil-
ing, resumed his studies. At eight bells
he climbed into the berth above his pa-
tient and went to sleep.

And as he slept through the night the
men on deck, drenched with flying spin-
drift and chilled with the typhoon’s cold,
worked by sense of sound and touch for
a ship which they hated and a man
against whom they had mutinied, because
they were sailors with the sailor’s code
of ethics, which considers no wage nor
reward in time of stress. They hauled
on wet, hard ropes against the counter-
pull of invisible screaming devils aloft;
and with clew-lines and buntlines fast
and reef-tackles “chock-a-block,” they
climbed aloft in darkness black as ink to
fight out the battle on slanting foot-ropes
—to clutech a handful of stiffened can-
vas only to have it torn away, to clutch
again and again—gathering in the
thrashing cloths inch by inch, and hold-
ing by knees and elbows until a gasket
could be passed, shouting calls of encour-
agement to each other against a wind
which drove the words into their throats,
and conquering at last by pure persever-
ance, brute strength, and endurance.

By midnight they had the ship, under
the three lower topsails, foresail, spen-
cer, reefed spanker, and foretopmast
staysail, hove to and taking the short,
vicious seas easily but drifting north-
east into the China Sea, with the St. Es-
prit group a menace under the lee. And
by this time there was an able man less
—Mr. Becker had fallen down the slip-
pery poop-steps, spraining one ankle,
breaking the other. He was unable to

stand erect, and they ecarried him to his -

berth. So Sinful had another patient in
the morning, but neglected none the less
his pipe, his stool, and his book.

At daylight sail had been further
shortened by taking in the fore and miz-
zen topsails and reefing the foresail; but
the menacing St. Esprit group, a blue
blur through the spindrift, was well on
the lee guarter, away from their line of
drift.

“We've cleared ’emron this tack,” said
Captain Jackson to the third mate, as
he turned his tired, salt-stained face to
leeward; “but we’ll have to wear soon.
The Tambelaus are right in the way.
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Hello!”—he peered through the glasses
—“there’s a steamer—caught right to
windward o’ the St. Esprits. Look. She’s
steaming into it.”

“Yes, sir,”
an inspection threugh the glasses. “I can
range her. She’s goin’
first.”

“Well, we can’t help her. We can’t help
ourselves if this don’t change. Just look

.at that now.”

The captain nodded to windward.

A squall, thick with rain and the spume
from truncated combers, was rushing
down upon them, pressing the heaving
turmoil of sea to a level, and adding a
louder note to the song of the storm. It
struck the ship, and under the impact she
lay over until the lee rail was buried. The
two gripped the quarter-rail and sheltered
their faces from the stinging fusillade,
while Seldom Helward, at the wheel
scowling viciously, ground it down with
all the strength of his muscular body.
Then up against the wind came his ex-
plosive voice—“Why don’t you take that
foresail off her? Want to pull my arms
out? Wheel’s hard down.”

The captain locked unspeakable thmgs
at Seldom, and after a moment spoke, be-
tween gritting teeth, to Mr. Benson:

“Take in the foresail. Look out for
yvourself on the fo’castle deck.”

The officer went forward by the
weather alley and Sinful Peck came aft
by the lee. Sinful was clad in the long
oil-skin coat and sou’wester of Mr.
Brown, and held in his hand a sheet of
paper.

“Well, what do you want?” asked the
captain, sourly, as the little man
struggled up against the wind and halted
before him.

“Morning bulletin, sir,” answered Sin-
ful, backing up under the captain’s arm,
and carefully screening the paper. “Shall
I read it, sir?”

HE first violence of the squall had

passed, and the seas were again lift-
ing their heads. The forecastle deck,
where Mr. Benson had climbed to slack
away the fore-tack, was a dangerous
place, and the captain was watching him.
The men had manned the weather clew
garnet and buntlines, and the taking in of
that foresail in such a furious wind prom-
ised to be an interesting speetaele, worthy
of the attention of Sinful Peck; but he

answered Mr. Benson, after

ashore stern



chose to be frivolous. With a twinkle in
his eye he read:

“Mr. Brown, patient number one—slept
well through the night, appetite normal,
pulse ninety, temperature one hundred
and one, respiration eighteen, conscience

- aective and self-accusing—"

“Handsomely on that fore-tack,”
roared the captain through his hands.
“Keep that leech-line taut. More beef on
the 'midship buntlines.”

“Bullet not yet located,”
Sinful.

“What’s that?” demanded the captain,
turning around.

“Morning bulletin, sir. Mr. Becker, pa-
tient number two—"

“Take it to the devil!”

“I have, gir.”

Insolence from a helmsman is some-
times bearable, especially so if the helms-
man be a passenger, big, and bad-tem-
pered, with a pistol in his peocket; but
insolence from a shipped man, small, of
frivolous mind, and unarmed, is quite
another matter. Captain Jackson reached
for him and caught the shoulder of the
long coat. Sinful slipped out of it, and,
dodging the captain’s boot, backed down
the slanting deck, with a mock servile
smile on his face. Seldom, at the wheel,
grinned exasperatingly, and the captain
gave way to his rage and followed. The
ship reeled and shivered as a mighty sea
boarded the weather bow, and he lost
his footing in front of the wheel and
rolled dewn to the lee rail.

Picking himself up, he blindly pur-
sued Sinful along the lee alley, down the
steps, and forward along the flooded
main-deck. Then his attention was at-
tracted to his foresail, thrashing over
the yard and going to pieces, and to a
half-dozen men serambling to their feet
in the water, waist-deep in the lee scup-
pers.

“Man overboard!” gasped one—it was
Bigpig, half drowned. “It took Benson
off the forecastle.” Bigpig clung helpless-
ly to the main fife-rail, too weak to do
more than cough the water out of his
lungs, and another demoralizing sea
swept over the bow. Out of this deluge
Captain Jackson mounted the lee rail at
the main-rigging and scanned the waste
of gray water to leeward. A yellow
son’wester showed for a moment a hun-
dred feet away, then sank; but there was
no sign of the unfortunate third mate.

continued
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Another sea—the last of the usual three,

and the mightiest—Ilifted above them and
dropped aboard.

It was a Niagara; it crushed in the
weather side of the forward house, but
left it in place; it tore men from their
grips on ropes and belaying-pins, and
washed them about helplessly; it surged
against the lee bulwarks and rose, 2 mov-
ing mountain, high over the captain’s
head; and it wrenched him from the rig-
ging and bore him away, struggling
weakly in hig tightly buttoned coat and
long rubber boots.

A few saw him go, but only one was
ready for action. Sinful Peck, in his
shirt-sleeves, with the end of the fore-
brace tied in a long bowline over his
shoulder, arose out of the washing water
and climbed the rail. Whether or not he
had prepared that bowline for the benefit
of the third mate never appeared; but it
was ready, and it was the salvation of
Captain Jackson. With a ringing “Stand
by to haul in!” he sprang overboard, and
those who climbed the rail to watch saw
him swimming bravely towards what
seemed nothing more than a floating oil-
skin coat. He reached it just as the men
on deck had cleared away the last tangled
coil of the forebrace, and they saw him
slip the loop around the waist of the
drowning captain and elevate his hand
as a signal.

The fourth and the following seas had
not boarded the ship, and in the com-
parative tranquillity vresulting they
hauled them to the side, where Sinful
caught the main-chains and climbed
aboard. Then they lifted the captain up,
weak, full of water, but conscious, and
some assisted him aft, while Sinful, dis-
dainfully avoiding the hearty words and
claps on his back offered by the men,
made his way to his patients. But the
third mate was not seen again.

“Peck, you're a man,” said the captain,
a little later, as he visited him in the for-
ward companion. “But what made you—
for me?”’

“Dunno, capt’n. You needed a few coals
of fire on your head, I think; and then,
too—perhaps I had no right to guy you
over the bulletin.”

“Well, it’s a pity there weren’t more
like you when the third mate went—poor
devil! He’s been a good man in hig time,
but he was old and weak. Now, I can’t do
much, nor say much, Peck, but I can save
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you some trouble. Want to be paid off,
and go home with the rest?”

“Oh, no, sir. If T do I must give up ten
thousand, and I can’t afford it. It’s a bet,
you know.” :

“Then you’ll go home in the cabin. I
won’t forget this in a hurry.”

He offered his hand, which Sinful took,
with a new and mischievous light in his
eye. And when Seldom Helward, relieved
from the wheel at eight bells, stopped on
his way forward with an unfamiliar
smile on his rugged face, and tendered
him his hand and compliments, amnesty
and absolution of indebtedness, Sinful de-
clined all and waved him away.

“Want no truck with you; he declared,
airily. “I’ll make good the bet.”

T mid-day, the Tambelau Islands

rising high to leeward, théy wore
ghip, standing to the south on the star-
board tack, and making sail as the wind
moderated, until, as darkness closed down
. on the still troubled waters, the ship lay
in nearly the same position as at day-
light, with the St. Esprit group bearing
on the opposite quarter. Captain Jackson
had been scanning the nest of breakers
to windward of the islands while the day-
light lasted, and, when he finally stowed
the glasses in the companionway, he re-
marked to himself, or the air, but loud
enough to be heard by the ever-listening
helmsman, “All gone but the bows and
foremast; and they’re raising the flag
and lowering it.”

Forward, men were climbing up and
down the forerigging, straining their
eyes at the reef; and after supper one
came aft. It was Bigpig Monahan, sac-
rilegiously smoking a clay pipe; and he
sauntered up to the captain, who was
again staring through the glasses.

“Well,” said the captain, as he faced
him. There was indignation in the tone;
for even passengers should respect ship-
board etiquette.

“People over yonder, I hear,” said Big-
pig, pointing with his pipe.

“I suppose so0.”

“When Gunner came forward he said
you saw signals.”

“I did; they were running the ensign
up and down; they’re showing a light
now.” The captain again ranged his
glasses.

“Well,” said Bigpig, after a moment’s
silence.
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“Well, what?”

“What are you going to do?”

“What am I going to do?” asked the
captain, angrily. “What can I do?”

“Run in and take ’em off.”

“It can’t be done.”

“Tt-can.

“I tell you it can’t, and I want no argu-
ment. I'm as willing to save life as the
next man, but I’'m not going to wreck
my ship fooling round a reef in the night-
time. How’ll you get a boat over, any-
how? How'll you take men off the
weather side of a hulk in this sea? And
how’ll you get back to the ship in the
teeth of it in case you got that far?”

“We can do it—all of it. You needn't
do anything but show a light. Your own
life was saved today, when by your rea-
soning it could not ha’ been done. Sin-
ful’s been a Lake sailor. So have the rest
of us.”

The captain was silent.

“We haven’t talked it over,” continued
Bigpig. “We didn’t expect opposition. I'll
see what the rest say.”

He went forward, and in five minutes
was back, and at his heels were the dozen
other troublesome malcontents—the
helmsman now being one of the more ex-
pert of the landsmen.

“Tg this so, Jackson,” asked Poopdeck
Cahill, his smooth, distinct articulation
adding weight to the scorn and contempt
in his voice, “that you, just out of the
jaws of death yourself, refuse to save
those poor wretches down there?”

“I refuse to sanction insanity,” sput-
tered the captain. “I am duly grateful to
those who pulled me in—more than grate-
ful to the man who went after me, But it
is quite another thing to attempt this. I
know it is impossible.”

“You know mighty little, when you're
reduced to your lowest terms,” said Sel-
dom, harshly. “You’re smart enough with
a crew under you that knows the work,
and you’re plucky enough with a hand-
spike in your fist and a Dutchman under
it. But you’re the same coward who shot
Monahan thirty years ago for tapping
you on the nose. I've a good mind to
knock your teeth down your throat on
general principles, you damned educated
rat.” He advanced threateningly, one
powerful fist clinched and drawn back.

“Steady, Helward,” said Bigpig.
“That’s all off.”




“You are all armed,” said the captain,
shrinking baek. “I am not.”’

“Armed be hanged!” said Tesser Gal-
vin, sidling areund to windward of the
captain. “We’re not bucke mates. Take
that for auld lang syne, you small-souled
lobster.” He struek Captain Jackson in
the face. Then Seldom’s fist shot out and
he went down. Then, the example being
set, they kiecked him, struck him with
fists as he attempted to rise, and un-
mercifully mobbed him about his own
quarter-deck, unmindful of the expeostula-
tions of Bigpig, and only desisted when
he lay quiet between the lee quarter bitt
and the rail, with his hands shielding his
face.

“Get up!” said Poopdeck, sternly.
“Ceongider, if it suits you better, that we
are paying off scores thirty years old. We
had become gentlemen since then, but in
your ship have reverted to type.”

“And that’s entirely beside the point,”
said Seldom, as the captain painfully
arose to his feet. “Consider yourself
again deprived of command, and ordered
to stand back and forth while we go in
for those poor devils on the reef. You
won’t shake us—yeou won't dare, much as
yow'd like to. You’'ll keep the riding-light
aloft, and wait for us.”

The captain stared around helplessly
through half-closed eyes.

“You’ll pay dearly for this,” he said,
thiekly. “I am master here under the
law.”

“And we are passengers,” said Poop-
deck. “Deon’'t forget it.”

“If you change my ship’s course
against my wishes, you are pirates.”

“Now, that will do,” said Bigpig. “We
are lifesavers, and we'll meet your
charges in any court in the world. We're
going to get tweo bhoats out and go into
that steamer; and you’re to wait for us
- with a light up aloft. You’ve got a dozen
other men besides the bosuns and car-
penter. That’s enough to wear ship. The
wind’'s going down, and we’'ll be back by
daylight; but you'd better not monkey
with us. D’ye hear?”

The captain heard, but made no an-
swer, and Bigpig hailed down the eom-
panion, forcefully erdering the steward
to fill, trim, and light the riding-light—
the large, white lantern used by ships at
anchor—and heist it te the main-truck.

Then they all trooped ferward te the
boats, and two—Poopdeck and Tosser—
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stopped on the way and interviewed Sin-
ful Peck, working out problems in navi-
gation on an old log slate in the second
mate’s room.

“Want me to go along, do you?” he
said, without locking up. ‘“No; unless
Captain Jackson erders me to I will not.”

“All right, Sinful,” said Poopdeck;
“but we won't order you. You've done
well today, my bey, and it goes a long
way towards squaring matters between
you and this erowd. We thought you'd
like to be with us.”

“I don’t. You arve ingrates and black-
guards. I refuse to mix with you.”

“Why, you small shyster,” answered
Tosser, angrily, “you enly escaped the
certainty of jail on our intercession with
Jackson.” .

“Go away from me. I struck the first
blow—which gave you the advantage. In
return you consigned me to irons for fear
I would swim ashore and escape paying
my fool bet. Go away from me.” They
went, and he resumed his studies.

Forward, they were clearing away two
of the boats on the house. When each
was equipped and ready they marched
aft in a body, ignoring the captain en-
tirely, and, ordering the wheel put up,
conned the ship while she ran down, with
yvards still braced, about a mile nearer
the reef. Then they again brought to,
and, as the wind and sea were unques-~
tionably milder, even dared to back the
mainyards, not only to stop headway,
but to bring an overhead suppert for the
after boat-tackles.

In spite of the captain’s prophecy, it
was really an easy task to swing those
two boats overboard, one at a time, with
a man in each to unhook and to drop
them back ta the stern. It was done in
ten minutes, and with a parting injunc-
tion to the captain te “Keep the light
lit}? they swarmed down the painters,
six to one boat, seven to the other, and
drifted astern in the darkness.

CHAPTER VI
THE SLANDERED THIRTEEN

APTAIN JACKSON watched
C them off, then gave the order to
swing the yards—not te leave

them behind, but to bring his ship more
under command; for, though the wind
was moderating rapidly, there was still
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an ugly sea heaving out of the west, and
he was not far from a ragged barrier
reef. He kept an eye on the riding-light
at the main-truck, and at one o’clock wore
around and stood to the northward, en-
joining upon the lookouts to watch for
the boats. He was angry, exasperated,
and exhausted, yet bound by a human
sympathy past his understanding not to
desert those brazen men, weary as he,
who had fought for the privilege of a
night’s boat work in a heavy sea and a
half gale.

And so, pacing the poop and watching,
with one officer lost, the other two dis-
abled, and Sinful Peck, the one man
aboard able to help him, sleeping sweet-
ly, the tired man passed the hours, and
at daylight hearkened to a hail, faint as
the voice of a telephone, coming up the
wind from the gray blanket to leeward.

“Shift over the yard-arm tackles, Jack-
son,” said the hail, “and overhaul one
and the midship tackle down to us. Got
a heavy load.”

“How many?” bawled the captain.

“None! Give us the tackles!”

The main-yards were backed, and, the
ship being now on the other tack, the
tackles were shifted and overhauled down
to one of the boats, while the other pulled
to the stern and caught a line thrown by
the captain.

“Got there too late,” said Bigpig, as
he climbed over the taffrail. “All washed
off; but we found the purser’s safe—

hauled out on deck. Come on, you fellows, .

and get it aboard.”

They hurried past the captain, who
looked over the stern, made sure that the
boat was secure and shipping no water,
and then watched the work going on for-
ward. They had already lifted a small
safe by a yard-arm tackle, and, when it
was high enough, they tautened the mid-
ship tackle, slackened the other, and low-
ered it gently to the deck. :

Then they hooked on to the boat, the
occupants swarmed up to the foreyard
and inboard, and they lifted and stowed
the boat in its place on the house as quick-
ly and as skillfully as they had trans-

_ferred the safe. By this time some had
towed the second boat forward with a
man in it, and when this was aboard they
dragged the safe aft to the dry mizzen
hatch, and Bigpig called up to the cap-
tain: “Now, we're playing out, Jackson,
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and mean to turn in after breakfast.
You’ll have to get along without us.”

The captain bowed gravely. “Go
ahead,” he said. “I will not call you un-
less the ship needs you.” And then, to
himself, “Hellions, all, but—they’re sea-
men.”

They went below, and the captain
called Sinful Peck, who had come out to
inspect the safe, up to him on the poop.

“Peck,” he said, “I'm dead beat, and
must have some sleep. Will you watch the
ship, and call me if necessary?”

“Most certainly, capt’n. Just give me
the course. I’ll make sail as she’ll stand
it, and steer the course when the wind
hauls enough.”

“Due west will answer until I wake up.
By-the-way, what’s their particular
standing in Cleveland? Can they make
trouble for me in the courts? They
mopped the deck with me last night, and
I don’t feel patient and resigned.”

“They’ll make no trouble, sir,” said Sin-
ful, with a smile.

“Well, I’ll keep my bargain. I'm to fit
them out and send them home, you know,
and also pay their expenses until they can
draw on their banks. I doubt, though, that
the banks would deal with them unless I
speak for them, and I feel mean enough
to queer the whole thing.”.

He went down, and Sinful paced the
deck thoughtfully. ‘

Through the day, as his new duties and
occasional attentions to his patients
would permit, he continued his pacing
and thinking, with the result that when
Captain Jackson appeared, late in the
afternoon, he listened to a tale—infa-
mous enough to have come from a more
sinful mind than Sinful Peck’s—concern-
ing the character and local reputation of
the thirteen fellow-travelers; and it thor-
oughly impressed him.

Sinful told it earnestly, as a duty de-
ferred. He would save Captain Jackson
from further extortion and blackmail,
and would have spoken before had he
been in a position to do so. The slander
need not be detailed. It was given with a
fidelity to the probable which would have
secured places in the Rogues’ Galleries of
the world for the photographs of all.

The captain believed; and, so believ-
ing, sailed his ship into Singapore har-
bor, dropped anchor, and went ashore in
a native sampan.

The slandered thirteen, having done



their duty by the ship in assisting her
into port, loafed about the deck, watch-
ing the dozen landsmen and the boat-
swains furl the canvas, and observing
the changing scenery of the harbor, with
its quaintly built and swiftly moving
native craft, its empty wharves—for
there was not a ship in port but their
own—and the strange, Oriental life
seething in the town on the shore.

They washed up, and scoured their
grimy hands with sand and bath-brick.
They borrowed the carpenter’s razor,
and shaved, giving their sunburned faces
villainous expressions by reason of the
white patches developed under the three
months’ growth. They swore volubly at
the captain’s delay, and finally, talking
of their prospective salvage, mustered
around the safe on the mizzen hatch. A
proposition to open it and forestall de-
ception.and robbery by counting its con-
tents met with general acceptance. But
it was a burglar-proof safe with a com-
bination lock. They spoke of cold-chisels,
pinch-bars, and the carpenter’s broad-
axe, but none would do. And there was
no dynamite on board.

“Here,” said Bigpig, spying the ob-
servant Sinful; “here we have it.”

He collared him and led him to the
gafe. “Open that lock,” he commanded.
“You’re a jack-of-all-trades.”

“How can I?” said Sinful, squirming
under the grip on his collar. “I don’t
know the combination.”

“Find out. You’re an expert. Get to
work now, or I'll drop you overboard.”

ITH a protesting grimace, Sinful

sat down before the safe and be-
gan experimenting with the movable
knob. The rest drew back, watching, and
in a short time he threw open the door
and arose.

“Thought you could,” said Bigpig, as
they advanced. “How easy old trades
come back to us, eh, Sinful?” But Sin-
ful scorned reply.

Inside the safe were closely packed
piles of English bank-notes, tied up and
numbered. They unloaded the whole, and
counted the amounts on each wrapper as
they returned it to its place. When all
were packed away they stood erect with
glistening eyes, and found the captain
observing them, with Sinful at his side.

“Four hundred thousand dollars if
there’s a cent,” exclaimed Bigpig, joy-
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ously, “and fuily a third of it is salvage
—our salvage; for I don’t see how you or
your crew can get any, Jackson. You for-
bade the job, and not a man of you did
any work.”

“On the contrary, Monahan,” said Sin-
ful, folding his arms with all his scant
stock of dignity, “any salvage which this
ship has earned will be divided among
her owners, her master, and her crew.
You are either mutineers, with no stand-
ing in court, or passengers, with no right
to salvage.”

“What!” answered Bigpig, derisively.
“Do you mean to say that the men who
manned boats and saved this pile will be
denied a share of it?”

“I do. Since planning this voyage I
read up well on marine law for my own
protection. Did you ever hear of a steam-
ship towing a disabled ship into port and
sharing the salvage with her passengers?
Why, you fools, we saved a big steamer
from the Diamond Shoals thirty years
ago. Was our claim allowed? We had to
dodge policemen for a year. We were mu-
tineers, and not even passengers. Captain
Jackson, myself, and the rest of the
legitimate crew here will take what salv-
age the owners don’t get.”

“You!” exclaimed several at once.
“You, who slept through it all!”

“I was on special duty, and have since
been made acting first mate. I order you
forrard. Go forrard, the pack of you!”

“Wait, though,” said the captain to the
nonplussed men. “I have just talked
with the consul. There is something in
the log which bears on this.” He entered
the cabin and returned with the official
log.

“Come around me here, and listen,” he
said, opening the book. “As you may
know,” he continued when they had
flocked to his side, “an entry in this log,
duly witnessed by an officer, has the value
of an affidavit. It is legal testimony. Here
are all your signatures, my own, and two
of my officers to the matter above it,
which is to the effect that you are pas-
sengers, not sailors, and that you are
not entitled to wages or other emolu-
ments. Read it, all of you—other emolu-
ments. That means that you are not en-
titled to salvage.”

They read the fatal entry with blank
faces.

“Well,” =aid Bigpig, clearing his
throat, “we’ll see what the courts say.”
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“Very well; I will fight you to the last
ditch and win. Had you shown any con-
gideration for my position as master of
this ship, doing my duty by my owners in
forbidding what, in my judgment at the
time, was an insane risk of property, I
would now consider yours. But you did
not scruple to assault me—unarmed as
I was, and helpless—and for this you
shall suffer. I will keep my agreement
with you to the letter. Unless you force
me, I will make no charge of mutiny
against you.

“Here are orders on the best clothier
and furnisher in Singapore”—he took a
bundle of papers from his pocket—*“for
thirteen suits of business clothing, hats,
shoes, shirts, and underwear. And here
are orders on the Hotel Flannigan for
board, lodging, and one English shilling
a day spending money for each of you
until the banks have cashed your drafts
or refused to honor them. And here are
thirteen steamer tickets.”

“A shilling a day?” said one. “Why,
that won’t buy drinks!”

“There is no amount specified—only
‘moderate spending money,” and that is
moderate.”

“Very,” said Poopdeck, dryly; “as mod-
erate as you are, captain. And what kind
of a hotel is the Hotel Flannigan?”

“A sailors’ boarding-house; but it is a
licensed hotel.”

They looked at him with scowling
faces, and an outbreak began; but Big-
pig silenced it by raising his hand.

“All right, Jackson. We know you bet-
ter now, and there’s no use in any more
talk. We'll take the whole thing into
court, and show you up, if nothing
more.”

They went ashore in the same boats
which took the safe and the injured
mates, and disappeared from the knowl-
edge of Sinful, who moved his goods into
the first mate’s room, and took up his
duties in discharging cargo. A month
later, when ballast had been taken in
for Manila, the captain came aboard one
evening with an amused expression on
his face, which also held a little of
anxiety.

‘They’re in a tight hole,” he explained
to Sinful. “They were so sure of their
salvage that they decided to wait and get
it, not knowing that the case won’t be
settled for a year. Their shilling a day
didn’t last long, nor their welcome at
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Flannigan’s; for the banks were sus-
picious—the consul warned them, you
see, telling them the pedigree you gave
of them—and they sold their clothes and
their guns and tickets to get money to
eat. They’ve practically starved.

“Flannigan told me he would ha’ kept
‘em in the usual way against their ad-
vance money, only there are no ships in
port. Everything has been corralled by
the government for transports and col-
liers. And for the same reason, there
are no sailors—all jumped to the Philip-
pines. Hot times there now. I can’t find
a man, and that’s why I listened to ’em.”

“Did you ship them?” asked Sinful,
eagerly.

“Be aboard in the morning. Signed ’em
'fore the consul. Are you up on naviga-
tion?”

“Pretty much, now.”

“Well, Mr. Brown and Mr. Becker
won’t be ready, and I'll have to leave ’em.
I found a second mate ashore, and you
can sign on first, if you like, for the run
to Manila.”

“Thank you, sir. I will, with pleasure.”

And the little man leaned back against
the rail shaking with laughter, while tears
of happiness streamed down his cheeks.

CHAPTER VII
“P’sE A WHOLE SEcoNnp MATE”

E was a huge, loose-jointed, and
H big-fisted man-and-brother, with

a countenance positively beautiful
in its picturesque ugliness. It was a shade
or two darker than coal, deeply pitted
with pock marks, and held a strange com-
bination of good-humor and ferocity.
Over the gleaming eyes was a perpetual
scowl, but the thick lips seldom hid the
yellow teeth within, and his moist and ex-

- pansive smile was nearly as fixed as his

scowl. One front tooth was gone, and
through the aperture, even when his
smile was largest, he could whistle a
spirited music of quite a good quality;
and as he whistled, his feet, large and
heavily shod, would shuffle spasmodically,
as though in repressed sympathy with
the music.

He came off to the ship in time for
breakfast and, carrying his dunnage in
one hand, climbed a single rope and
scrambled over the rail with an agility
gseldom displayed by men of his size;



then, squinting aloft with seamanly scru-
tiny, he advanced to the ecaptain, who had
emerged from the forward ecompanion.

“I’se come aboard, Cappen Jackson,”
he said, smiling benignly.

“So I see, Mr. Johnson,” answered the
captain; “and I see you’ve brought the
articles of war with you.” He glanced at
a pistol and a pair of brass knuckles
strapped to the outside of the heavy
satchel in the hand of the other.

“Yes, sah, I allus pack ’em outside
when I join a new ship, sah. Shows de
men wha’ dey gwine to get ’'f dey doan’
watch out.” His smile grew in dimen-
gions.

“Well, that’s ail right, and I need a see-
ond mate like you; for I've got a crowd
forrard that’ll take ’em away from you
and jam them down your throat if you
don’t watch out. But you might as well
start right, as you only go to Manila with
us. There’s a new law passed this year
which forbids all forms of assault and
also makes me lable for damages in
case I permit the escape of an officer
who is liable to arrest. So, don’t touch
a2 man here unless in self-defenge.”

“Why—how, cappen,” asked the sec-
ond mate, in wonder—*“how you gwine
to keep men at work ’less you t'ump ’em
round a bit?”

“The Lord knows,” answered the cap-
tain, a shade of anxiety clouding his face.
“Twelve o° my men’ll stand anything.
They’re dock-rats and hoboes gshanghaied
out o’ New York, and have just learned to
get out o’ their own way. The rest are
a baker’s dozen o’ Lake sailors, old men
now, but able and intelligent, seamen to
the last man-jack o’ them, and regular
helyons if you rouse ’em. Mr. Peck was
one o’ them, but he saved my life out-
side, and I took him aft as acting mate
until the other two get out o’ the hos-
pital. By-the-way, are you a navigator?”

“No, sah, but I'se a whole second
mate.”

“Well, we’ll get along, no doubt—but
I want to tell you about these men, so
you’ll know what you’re up against. They
took charge outside here, and tied us all
down; then they threatened to sail the
ship back to New York unless I agreed
to pay them off at Singapore and send
’em home like gentlemen. Well, I agreed,
and .did my part; but they chose to wait
around Singapore to get a salvage job
settled in court, went broke, starved a
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while, and yesterday signed with me
again, as there were no other ships in
port for them and no other sailors for
me. So, there you are. They’ll come
aboard much disgruntled, I s’pose, but
if you’re a little careful with ’em there
may be no trouble. Don’t stir them up
needlessly.”

“No, sah, not ’less dey needs it,” said
the negro, beaming joyously, “Jess de
same, sah, I nebber seen no crowd dat
could down me.”

“Well, I've warned you. Here’s Mr.
Peck—Sinful Peck they ealled him for-
vard. He’s a rare little man in his way.
He can show you your room, and I'll go
ashore for the men.”

Sinful Peck came out of the cabin,
waddling a little in his walk from a grow-
ing rotundity due, no doubt, to late im~
munity from manual labor and to the ex-
cellence of the cabin fare, but.rather un-
becoming to one of his short stature. His
round, cheerful face lit up in surprise
as he viewed the negro; but he accepted
the introduction gracefully, and when the
captain had descended the side to a wait-
ing sampan, he led him to his room, and
then to breakfast. He watched him a few
moments while he rolled up his shirt-
sleeves, squared himself at the table, and
began shoveling in the remnants of the
breakfast with a tablespoon, then, with a
grimace of disgust, he returned to the
deck.

“Might as well be ’fore the mast with
the crowd,” he muttered, “as aft with
that pig. ‘Mister Johnson’—well, I'll
be——" He leaned against the rail and
his face grew thoughtful. “And yet,
what’s wrong with him? Muscular, mas-
give, ferocious—the incarnation of Amer-
ican buckoism, brute strength, seaman-
ship, ignorance, and stupidity. Great
Scott, what development! He could shut
his hand on any of the crowd—and they
punched and kicked and insulted me all
the way out. Let’s think. What’d the skip-
per ship that brute for? Can I use ‘Mis-
tah Johnsing’ in my business?”

ONG and earnestly he mused, looking
abstractedly at the men forward en-
joying their post-breakfast smoke, and
when the tinkle of eight bells sounded
from the cabin clock a smile had come to
his face and a mischievous twinkle to his
eye; but as he started forward to turn
the men to he felt a grip on his collar;
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then, wriggling and choking, he was
lifted from the deck, at the end of the
negro’s long, powerful arm.

“Le’ go,” he gasped. “Le’ go o' me.
What’s this for?”

“Dat’s all right, Mister Peck,” said the
negro. “I jes want to ‘press you wi' my
quality’ fore I turn to. I allus makes first
mates understand at de beginning dat
I’se a mons’ous strong man and won’t
stand no foolin’. So, you see? Dah.” He
gave Sinful a shake.

But Sinful, though fat, was agile. He
twisted suddenly in midair, doubled one
short leg, and planted his foot on the
negro’s face; then he exerted his strength
and landed on his back a few feet away,
while the astonished assailant staggered
back, rubbing some deep scratches on his
face. But he smiled approvingly at his
angry superior.

“By golly, Misser Peck,” he said, “but
you’s a smart man. Nobody nebber kicked
me in de face before. Hol’ on, don’ shoot,
Misser Peck.”

Sinful, with blazing eyes, had arisen
with a drawn revolver and covered him.
"~ “Don’t you ever dare to lay your hands
on me again,” he stormed, “or I'll lay
you dead on the deck. What do you mean
by it?”

“It’s all right, Misser Peck. Put de gun
down. I’se got one in my pocket, too, but
I don’t want to use it. I shot a first mate
in Savannah one time, an’ I had to go to
chokey. It took six p’licemen, by golly.”

“It won’t need but one and a wheel-
barrow if you touch me again.” Sinful
lowered the pistol. “What did you do it
for?”

“Jess to show you, Misser Peck, dat
I’se de right kind of a second mate for
you. De cappen says dey’s a mighty bad
crowd o’ men comin’!”

“Oh—yes—that’s 0.” Sinful pocketed
the pistol, but watched cautiously as he
continued. “There are thirteen more—all
scrappers. You’ll have enough to do to
protect yourself without impressing me
with your strength. Bigpig Monahan can
do you up in one round.”

“He can?” said the negro, his eyes
gleaming. “Did he say so?”

“No, but you’ll know him. He'’s down
on all colored men. He’s got a cro’-jack
eye and a mild way o' talking, but look
out.”

- “Is he de wussest o’ de gang, sah?”

“Almost. There’s Seldom Helward—
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hooked nose, bicycle face, red hair turn-
ing gray. Look out for him. Tosser Gal-
vin is another bad one. He's a big, beefy
fellow—Ilooks like a butcher. These three
love a fight, but the others’ll drop in
when it’s started.” :

“Yay—yah-ya-ha,” laughed the second
mate, shuffling his feet and waving his
long arms in the air. “Dat’s he kind o’
men I jess love. But say, Misser Peck,
ain’t dem funny names?”

“They’ve all got ’em. There’s Poopdeck
Cahill, and there’s Gunner Meagher, and
Ghost O’Brien, Yampaw Gallegher, Tur-
key Twain, Sorry Welch, Shiner O’Toole,
Senator Sands, Jump Black, and Moc-
cassey Gill. Now, go forward and start
the men to work. Get that water-laid
hawser out of the ’tween deck and coil it
’longside the fore hatch; and, by-the-way,
those are good-tempered, willing men for-
ward, there. They don’t need thumping.”

“Ay, ay, sah; I'll wait for de bad ones,”
answered the negro, turning away; “but
say, Misser Peck,” he added coming
back, with doubt in his face. “De cappen
he say somethin’ 'bout a new law dat you
mus’ not hit a sailor. How ’bout dat?”

“Oh, there’s a fool law passed,” said Sin-
ful, airily, “but it can’t be enforced. Even
though you should be arrested when you
get to port, all you need is to demand a
jury trial and get a change of venue;
then by the time the case is called the
witnesses’ll be all off to sea again. Can't
convict you without witnesses, you
know.”

“Is dat so, now? By golly, you’se a
mighty smart man, Misser Peck. How
you learn all dis?”

“I’ve been a lawyer in my time. Don’t
be alarmed. I'll see you clear of all pro-
ceedings, but I expect you to help me
keep this crew down.”

“Yes, sah. I'll do that, sah. And 80 you
been a lawyer, has you? Well, I stand by
you, and you stand by me.”

“It begins to look,” muttered Sinful,
as his brother officer went forward, “like
hot times for the crowd. Bigpig won’t be
a lunch for him. But I’ve got to keep the
nigger clear. I'll read up a bit.”

He went to his room, searched it well,
and emerging, with a puzzled face, went
forward and searched an empty bunk in
the forecastle. Then he directed the men
to find and return to him a law-book
which he must have left behind when he -
moved his dunnage out of the forecastle.



“Haven’t seen it,” he said, “since the
first o’ the passage out. So it must be
forward.” The men promised to find it;
but by the time the hawser was on deck
a tug had steamed up to the quarter, and
their services were required in making
her fast. Then Captain Jackson climbed
aboard, followed by thirteen gloomy-
faced men in seedy disarray—their cloth-
ing wrinkled, soiled, and sprinkled with
slivers, as though from sleeping too close
to mother earth and undressed planking
—and the interest aroused by their com-
ing was enough to drive thought of the
missing book from all minds, including
Sinful’s. None had any bedding or extra
clothing, but each possessed a large and
lively sense of injury; for, as Sinful
joined them, with his dark confrére, they
stared at him sullenly, hungrily, and en-
viously, as though his sleek, well-fed little
body was both an affront and a tempta-
tion.

CHAPTER VIII

Mg. JornsoN Tries His STRENGTH

(] USTER up around me here,”
M said the captain, sternly, as
he stepped upon the mizzen
hatch. “I want a few words with you.”
They flocked around him and he con-
tinued: “Before you join your shipmates
forrard I want you to know that this
ship will be run strictly in accordance to
the new seaman’s law. The ghip is sea-
worthy; the forecastle has been repaired
and is warm and dry; the complement of
men is full; I have laid in full store of
the provisions named in the scale, and a
complete outfit of slop-clothing, on which
you can draw unless under punishment;
I have forbidden my officers to strike any
of you but if one of you strikes an of-
ficer that man may be shot dead as a
mutineer. The law is unchanged in that
regard.

“You may also be lawfully shot if you
resist going in irons as a punishment for
insubordination. Your working and sleep-
ing hours are not prescribed by the law,
and are left to the discretion of your
officers, depending on your conduct. You
will find me fair, in spite of the trouble
you have made me; but I shall allow no
pistols or sheath-knives among you. Turn
your pockets inside out—all of you.”

Silently and sullenly they obeyed the
command. Every pocket in every garment
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was pulled out in plain sight. All were
empty. :

“That will do. Mr. Peck, have you any-
thing to say to them?”

“Yes, sir—thank you, captain—I have.
I want to say to this gang of ruffians,
who maltreated me while before the mast,
that I am heart and soul in accord with
the spirit of the new law—particularly
as regards the shooting of mutineers, I
want to call Mr. Johnson’s attention to
the four leading spirits, so that he will
know them. Mr. Johnson”—he turned to
the listening second mate, who stepped
eagerly to his side—*“see that big, wall-
eyed hoodlum squinting at me? That is
Bigpig Monahan, who thinks he can
fight.” The negro smiled and nodded.

“That hang-dog tough behind him is
Seldom Helward—a good citizen only
when in jail. Beside him is Tosser Gal-
vin, who can toss in more whiskey with-
out paying for it than any man in Cleve-
land. And the sneaky-looking scoundrel
over here, with the look of a pickpocket
in one eye and a barkeep in the other, is
Poopdeck Cahill. Look out for these four,
Mr., Johnson.”

Poopdeck’s fine features reddened in
anger, and he said to the captain: “May
we say a word or two, unofficially, sir, to
Mr. Peck before we begin?” The captain
nodded consent.

“Sinful,” said Poopdeck, ‘“when you
drugged us, your guests at a parting sup-
per, and shanghaied us aboard this ship
in which you were bound to sail by the
terms of your bet with Helward, you
perpetrated what was a practical joke to
you, but a wrong involving thousands of
dollars’ loss to us. For this we hammered
you well in the forecastle; but when clear
of the ship at Singapore we were willing
to call it square. You, however, chose to
carry it on,

“You so prejudiced Captain Jackson
with lies as to our standing at home that
he in turn prejudiced the consul, and we
found every door, and every ear, in
Singapore closed to us. The banks would
not deal with us, and unable to get our
drafts honored, we suffered privation un-
til compelled to sign in this ship in which
fortune has made you the first mate, with
power of life and death under the law.
We have resolved to do our work and
obey the law, but if you abuse your power
over us, remember that you have thir-
teen implacable enemies who will make
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no appeal to law, but will, when the time
comes, punish you with physieal pain
that will make you wish for death.”

. “And I'll say,” said Seldom Helward,
hoarsely, when Poopdeck had paused for
_ breath, “that you needn’t abuse your
power to hear from me again. I've
camped on your trail, my joker, and don’t
leave it till I hunt you out o’ Cleveland,
or into jail—or hell.”

To the eredit of Sinful’s sensibilities
be it said that he fidgeted visibly under
Poopdeck’s denunciation and paled at
Seldom’s threat; but before he could reply
the captain spoke:

“This will do,” he said firmly. “You
are threatening. Go forward. Mr. Peck,
man the windlass and pass the line to the
tug.”

“Wait a minute, capt’n, if you please,”
said Bigpig Monahan, as the group sep-
arated. “Is this Senegambian going out
gecond mate?”

“Mr. Jehnson is second mate of this
ship until Mr. Brown joins us at Ma-
nila, Mr, Peck is first mate until Mr.
Becker comes,”

“Very well, sir. Mr. Johnson has been
looking at me like a dog at a bone for
the last few minutes, and I think he’s
taken a fancy to me. Now, Seldom’s all
right, though a little outspoken, and I
can answer for him and the rest of us
that we'll do eur work willingly, having
signed willingly; but it’s up to you, cap-
tain, to keep your man Friday off our
backs.”

it may have been the epithets or it may
have been an encouraging nudge from
Sinful’s elbow that roused Mr. Johnson
to action—or it may possibly have been
his officer-like indignation at the cap-
tain’s complaisant manner towards these
impudent men. He sprang into the air
with an incoherent yell, arms and legs
at all angles, and came down close to the
‘startled Bigpig.

But Bigpig was not too startled to
parry the outshot fist of the negro and
return with a crashing blow in the face
whiech mementarily stopped him, but only
increased his rage. Bellowing almost in-
articulate profanity, the negro thrust his
right hand into his pocket, drew it forth
brass-shod, and again charged on Big-
pig—as large a man as he, fully as skilled
and courageous, but much older and
slower in his mevements.

Then they fought furiously, Bigpig
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quiet and cool, the negro in a frenzy,
while the men sprang to the rail and se-

cured belaying-pins, and the captain, "

with drawn revolver, thundered at them
to “Put them back.” But he did not shoot,
and they did not obey him; they circled
about the giant antagonists, shouting
words of encouragement to Bigpig and
threatening curses to the negro, but be-
fore there was a chance to strike a blow,
youth and brass knuckles prevailed over
age and stiffness, and Bigpig went down
senseless under a crashing blow that laid
open his forehead. :

Sinful Peck, pale and anxious of face,
had sprung up the poop steps with his
pistol ready, and the captain now fol-
lowed; for with Bigpig disposed of, the
infuriated negro turned to the others.
None there could face him as long as had
Bigpig, and few could remain within
reach of those long, powerful arms for
the second time necessary to strike a
blow. The negro sprang, dodged, whirled,
struck—and as he struck a man went
down—and when at last it became ap-
parent to his excited faculties that he was
actually winning against them all, his
mouthings became intelligible.

“Forrard wi’ you,” he howled, as he
pursued them around the deck. “You
heah what de cappen say, you lazy, good-
f'nothin’ sogers. Go forrard, I tole you,
and pass de tow-line. Wha’' you t’ink,
hey? You gwine to hab you’ own way
heah? Not much, I tole you.”

Slowly they gave way, and with a man
occasionally falling under his blows he
fought them forward, until, dropping
their useless belaying-pins, they grabbed
the tow-line at his behest, with the
frightened non-combatants of the crew,
and passed the end up to the bows. He
had “turned them to.”

LUSHED and jubilant, the vietor

came aft, passing two men still and
bleeding on the deck, and four dazed ones
zigzagging painfully out of his path, and
halted beside the unconscious Bigpig,
over whom now stood the eaptain and
Sinful.

“You haven’t killed him, Mr. Johnsen,”
said the latter, with a composed smile,
“but better leave off your gloves mext
time.”

“Give me those things,” demanded the
captain, sternly. Mr. Johnson, with sur-
prise and doubt in his face, took off the
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brass knuckles and handed them to him.
He tossed them overboard.

“You can do all I require of you here,”
he said, “without manslaughter.”

“Why, sah, he hit me fust,” answered
the negro, in an injured tone; ‘“an’ den
dey all jump on me, sah.”

“Yes, I know—he hit you first. I saw
that. But remember what I told you. Keep
clear o’ the law.”

Sinful had slipped away to the other
unconsecious ones, and now reported: “All
alike, sir. Broken skin, but nothing seri-
ous. They’ll come to soon.”

“Take them forrard, pass the tow-line,
and man the windlass.”

In passing the tow-line to the tug, and
getting the anchor to the bows, Sinful,
whose place was on the forecastle deck
among the men, stood well up into the
knight-heads with his hand continually
in his pocket. The men must have known
that that hand was closed on a pistol butt.
They worked well in spite of their hurts,
sullenly but respectfully and only Seldom
saw fit to forget his place. When he had
climbed over the bow, and stood on the
anchor-stock to pass the ring-stopper, he
turned his battered visage upward to the
diminutive first mate, and said, slowly,
through still bleeding lips: “This counts
heavily against you, you little viper. I
saw you start the nigger a-going.”

But Sinful ignored the speech entirely.

Mr. Johnson struck them no more that
day, satisfying himself with jocular com-
ments on their inferiority and exasper-
ating praise of himself, which the men
listened to without answer. But in the
long passage over to Manila, which, from
the rather early breaking-up of the
southwest monsoon, the consequent gale,
and succeeding baffling northeast mon-
soon, consumed nearly a month, he found
many occasions on which forcibly to as-
sert his dominion. What the captain
thought of this useless maltreating of
willing men found no expression in hig
speech or manner. Discipline must be
maintained, in spite of unwise legisla-
tion.

What Sinful thought may be judged of
by his merciless working of the men in
their watch below, and frequent assur-
ance of support and encouragement in
answer to the negro’s sometimes doubt-
ful queries in regard to the power of the
law; for he candidly conceded that he
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feared jail. But the moral influence of
Sinful sufficed to keep alive his droop-
ing courage, and when the anchor
dropped in Manila Bay, every man for-
ward—even the unoffending boatswaing
and the dozen landsmen—bore on his
face or body unhealed scars and blue
contusions. And with the ship moored and
the canvas furled, Bigpig Monahan came
aft, with others at his heels, and respect-
fully asked the captain for liberty.

“No,” said the captain, “you will get
no liberty in this port.”

“] demand it, sir, to make complaint
against your second mate. I have a right
to see the authorities.”

“You have the right to demand to see
the consul in a foreign port, but this is
now an American colonial port, and I
believe under martial law.”

“The Revised Statutes give seamen the
right to liberty and one-half their money
at any port touched, Capt’'n Jackson.”

“On the ship’s articles there is a clause
reading: ‘No money or shore-leave at
Manila, except at master’s option.” You
have signed away your right. Go to
your work.”

The captain turned away, and Bigpig,
almost black in the face, went forward
with the others. The captain soon left
the ship in a short boat, and late in the
day, just after the passing of a quarter-
master’s tug, towing a lighter out to the
naval fleet at Cavité, Bigpig was missed.
Neither returned to the ship that night,
but in the morning the shore boat ap-
proached with the captain; and with him
in the stern-sheets were two other men
whom Sinful examined carefully with the
glasses.

“A good chance for complications
here, Mr. Johnson,” he said, as he laid
down the glasses. “Here are our prede-
cessors.”

“QOur what, sah?”

“The two mates we left in the hos-
pital at Singapore—Myr. Becker and Mr.
Brown. You get your discharge here, I
believe, but the question is, who’s mate
of this ship?”

“You is, sah, but I goes ashore. Is you
sure, Misser Peck, what you say, dat I
can’t be ’rested fo’ t'umpin’ de men?
Wha’ you t’'ink dat Bigpig’s gone to?”

“Don’t know and don’t care. I've
troubles of my own.”
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“But you tole me, sah, dat you'd stan’
by me, an’ not let me be ’'rested. Didn’t
you? You tole me dat.” Sinful had turned
away, and the negro was following him,
but the little man only answered, irri-
tably: “Fight your own battles, and let
me alone.”

He went down the poop-steps to re-
ceive the party at the gangway, and the
‘second mate followed slowly, the ag-
grieved look which had come to his face
giving way to ene of malevolent resent-
ment.

The three climbed aboard, the visitors
carrying their dunnage, as though they
had come to stay, and the captain said,
gayly: “Here we are again—all of us
together. They're a little limpy yet, Mr.
Peck, but still in the ring. How is every-
thing 7 '

The two had stared disdainfully at Sin-
ful, and he returned the stare with in-
terest before answering the captain, Then
he said: “Bigpig Monahan has disap-
peared, sir. Don’t know how.”

“Why didn’t you watch him? Now, my
hands are tied. Come up on the poop, all
of you.” They followed him up the steps.
“It’s this way,” he continued, when they
had reached the open space abaft the
cabin. “He openly demanded permission
to complain teo the authorities, and I
heard his demand before witnesses. So, I
am liable for the safe delivery of Mr.
Johnson if he is wanted. I can’t let you
leave the ship, Mr. Johnson, until I am
gure you are not wanted.”

“Is I gwine to be ’rested, sah?” asked
the negro anxiously.

“I don’t know. If they want you I shall
give you up, for I warned you to keep
within the law, and I cannot stand civil
damages on account of your escape.”

“But Misser Peck,” said the negro,
turning to the sober-faced Sinful, “Miss-
er Peck he told me it was all right; didn’t
you, sah?”

“T told you that it would be difficult to
convict. It is an after-consideration,” said
Sinful angrily. “Don’t appeal to me; I
ean’t prevent your arrest.”

“Isn’t this Monahan coming now, Mr.
Becker?” said ene of the new-comers
seftly to the other, pointing astern. Mr.
Becker looked.

“That’s him, sure enough. Look there,
Capt’n Jackson.”
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CHAPTER IX

“Suoot!”

EY all looked. Bigpig was com-
ing in state, seated under an awn-
ing in the after cock-pit of a
large, white steam-launch, in the forward
end of which were men dressed in the
white working ducks of the American
navy and the yellow khaki of the army.
There were six of these last, and they
carried rifies with murderous sword-
bayonets, and cartridge-belts supporting
heavy revolvers. Beside Bigpig, chatting
affably with him, was a portly, gray-
moustached man dressed in immaculate
white and gold—a naval officer. The
launch steamed to the gangway, and the
officer, Bigpig, and the six soldiers
climbed aboaxrd. The party on the poop
descended te receive them, and Mr. John-
son hurried into his room.

“Are you Captain Jackson?” asked the
officer, after his eyes had wandered over
the group and settled on the big skipper.

“I am, sir.”

“Is this one of your crew?” he nodded
towards Bigpig, who looked damp and
disheveled, but happy, and the eaptain
affirmed that he was.

“He swam aboard the flagship from a
passing lighter last night, and told a
story of brutal treatment of seamen
which aroused the admiral’s attention
and interest. I am captain of the port,
and he has ordered me to devote my per-
sonal service to this case. Have you a
negro second mate named Johnson on
board ?”’

“I will produce him,” said the captain,
stepping to the companion. “Mr. John-
son,” he ecalled. “Come out. You are
wanted.”

Mr. Johnson came out with alaerity.
His smile had become a ferocious grin,
his scowl was deeper than usual, and his
eyes held the desperate, murderous light
of a fear-haunted animal. In his right
hand was a long knife, and as he passed
the captain he buried this in his shoul-
der; then, as the captain sank down
groaning, he made for Sinful Peck, Sin-
ful fled along the deck, and the men for-
ward, who had dropped their tasks te
watch the proceedings, scattered eut of
their way.

“Shoot him,” roared the officer, “He
has done murder. Aim—fire!”
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The six soldiers sank to one knee; six
rifle-barrels were elevated and six bul-
lets followed the frenzied negro, now
roaring incoherent threats at Sinful for
“gwine back on him.”

He floundered heavily to the deck at
Sinful’s heels, and the outstretched knife
slit a long gash in his right trousers leg.
The bullets were just in time, but Sinful
did not pause in his flight until he had
circled the forward house; then, spying
the huge black form of his pursuer quiet
in a growing pool on the deck, he slowed
down and approached with what dignity
he could assume the group surrounding
the wounded captain.

“We must get him ashore at once,”
said the officer, “or he will bleed to death.
Who is next in command here?”

“I am, gir,” answered both Mr. Becker
and Sinful. »

“Two first mates? That’s funny; but
lift the captain over quickly.”

All the men had come aft now, and
some, as the groaning and almost uncon-
scious captain was picked up, volun-
teered the information that the negro
was dead.

“He deserved it,” said the officer, “and
under martial law it is the quickest solu-
tion of the trouble. Are you satisfied,
Monahan ?” -

“Yes, sir,” answered Bigpig, soberly.
“But there’s another matter which you
may be able to settle for us, sir. The
question you just asked: Who is first
mate of this ship?”

“Well, who is?” The officer looked at
“the two claimants, and then at the
wounded captain descending the side in
the arms of the men.

“I am the signed first mate, sir,” said
Mr. Becker. “I came out to Singapore in
her, and went to the hospital, with the
understanding that I was to join the
ship by steamer at Manila. I have done
80.”

“And you?” inquired the officer, turn-
ing to Sinful.

“I was promoted to be first mate in
this man’s place at Singapore,” said Sin-
ful, “and have been first mate since.”

“I am still on the articles as first
mate,” said Mr. Becker, “and this man
shipped as sailor out o’ New York.”

“Well, I don’t know,” said the puzzled
officer. “As captain of the port I must
leave some one in charge pending the
captain’s recovery; but—I cannot re-
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place you,” he said to Mr, Becker, “with-
out deposing this man. Can’t you get
along until the captain can decide?”

“I am the lawful first mate, sir,” said
Mr. Becker, doggedly, “and as such I
will exercise my power if I stay here.”

“Excuse me, sir,” said Bigpig, respect-
fully, “but the new seaman’s law pro-
vides that all first mates of sailing crafts
of over seven hundred tons register shall
show certificates, as in English craft.
Here is the law, sir—the latest Revised
Statutes.” He received a book handed him
by Poopdeck Cahill, who had drawn close
to him, and opened it, pointing to a cer-
tain part of a page.

“My book!” exclaimed Sinful. “How
did you get it?”

“Found it, my son,” said Bigpig, be-
nignly, “in the forecastle.”

“I know,” said the officer, after a glance
at the page. “I read up that new law
lately. Are you certified, sir?” he asked
of Mr. Becker. :

Mr. Becker triumphantly drew forth
a pocketbook and displayed an engraved
sheet of paper.

“Renewed last March, sir,” he said;
“and it’s an ocean steamboat license—
first class—twenty years old.”

“That covers the ground,” said the

. officer, after examining it. “And you?” he

asked of Sinful.

“T have been master of Lake steamers.
I am a first-class pilot on the Lakes, and.
I have a drawer full of those licenses at
home.”

“But they are of no use to you out
here,” said the officer, stiffening up. “I
cannot wait longer, as the captain is in
danger. Your name, sir?”’ he asked of the
rightful incumbent.

“John Becker, sir.”

“I appoint you acting master of this
ship until Captain Jackson recovers. At-
tention!” he called to his soldiers. “Over
the side—march!”

He halted at the gangway to glance at
the corpse of the negro, “Better box him
up at once,” he said, “and I'll send a

‘lighter to take him ashore.” Then he was

gone.

“Steward,” called Mr. Becker to this
functionary, who stood in the cabin door.
“Clean up my room, and if this man has
any traps-in it fire ’em out on deck. Go
forrard out o’ this,” he said, sternly, te
the white-faced Sinful.
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a joyous smile. “Come, Sinful, my boy.”
He hooked his big arm within Sinful’s
hittle one, Poopdeck Cahill tock the other
ene, and with Seldom Helward bringing
up the rear and the whole crew flocking
ahead, the procession moved forward.

CHAPTER X

A Bueker or TaAr

URING the noon hour a steam-
D launeh towing a casce, er native

lighter, crept up the gangway,
deposited a white-clad officer and two
soldiers on the ladder, then pulled the
casco forward to the main chains, where
her crew made her fast. The officer and
soldiers elimbed aboard, and Mr. Becker,
called from his dinner by the watching
steward at the forward companion, came
out wiping his mouth.

“Fm an inspector of customs,” said
the officer. “I suppose you know that Ma-
nila is under martial law. Who is in
charge of this ship? P'm after a dead
nigger, for one thing; and I want a lock
at yeur papers.”

“Fm in charge, sir,” answered Mr.
Becker; “I signed first mate and am act-
ing skipper while Captain Jackson’s in
the hospital. How’s he getting on, sir?
Have you heard?”

“Badly cut. How’d it happen? I enly
know that our men shot the nigger after
he knifed the captain.”

_“Went daft and run amuck. Y’see, me
an' Mr. Brown, the second mate, wernt to
the hespital at Singapore, an’ the skip-
per took en ene ¢’ the hands forrard first
mate in my place, an’ shipped the meke
second mate for the run here. Well, they
hazed the men some, it seems, though
the nigger did all the thumpin’, and one
o’ the erew got away last night an’ made
complaint. We only geot here yesterday
frem Singapore, an’ joined the ship this
mornin’, but just after we got aboard
out comes the captain o’ the pert wi’ some
sogers to ’rest the nigger. Course, the
skipper had to give him up, an’ then he
turned loose with his knife, an’ the sogers
shot him. There he is.” Mr. Becker point-
ed te an elengated object covered with
canvas en the main hateh. The officer
glaneed, and nedded, then said: “What
beeame of the first mate? Did he make
trouble ?”

HIGH-SEAS ADVENTURES

“Not in any vielent way,’” angwered
My, Becker, with a grin. “Tried ta hold
his berth against me, but the pert cap’n
overruled him, an’ reinstated me. 1 put
him ’fore the mast 'meng the men he'd
been haziw’. Recken that’s his yap now.
Listen.”

From the forecastle came sounds of
hoarse, muffled, denunciatory veoiees, ris-
ing and falling; oeccasionally a higher
nete broke in—a quavering, angry veice
whieh, as they listened, grew louder, and
finally dominated the others.

“Seems te have an interesting time,”
said the officer, dxyly.

“Yes,” answered Mr. Becker, still
grinning. “He’s among his ewn breed o’
dog, but they've outlawed him. Sinful
Peck, they call him. He's got meoney, and
shipped out ¢ New York on a bet.”

The quavering voice ceased eecincident
with a seund as of a bucket strikimg a
bulkhead; there was an eutburst eof the
hoarse tones, and then the hittle man shot
out of the foreecastle deor, followed by
a flying beef-bene which just missed his
head and went overboard.

“That’s him,” said Mr. Becker. “That’s
the only Sinful Peck, the weoust little
devil for his draft that ever happened.
Been a sailor an’ a lawyer and a doctor,
they say. Shot the second mate outside
o’ Singapere, an’ then nursed him like
a son. When [ broke my leg he pulled
me through. Skipper went overbeard en
a big sea, an’ Sinful went after him.
That’s why he was taken aft.”

‘“He nursed you, do you say, and saved
the captain’s life? Yet you reduce him
as soon as you get charge.”

“Why not? He shipped ’fore the mast.
I don’t need him aft.”

“Let me see the ship’s papers,” said the
officer, coldly.

“T’ll get ’em. Not mueh en ’em, I veck-
on, as the ship’s in ballast.”

“Wait,” said the officer, as Mr. Becker
turned to enter the cabim. “That man is
coming. I am interested in him.”

HE little man was marching aft with

a businesslike stride, and behind
him men were flocking out of the two
forecastle doors and watehing him.
Whatever of anger might have been in
his faece when forward had left ¥ as he
approached the mate and the officers. He
smiled sweetly, but it was an eut-ef-place
sort of smile, censidering ether eorna-
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ments to his face His bald head was
covered with tar, as though he had been
crowned with an inverted and full-fledged
tar-bucket, and black, sticky rivulets ran
down his cheeks and under his shirt col-
lar.

His nose was swollen and bleeding,
and mixed with the blood was the half-
fluid grease called “slush” aboard ship.
He worked his lips and spat continually,
as though from the intrusion of some of
this grease into his mouth, and there
was a perceptible limp to his business-like
stride, which spoke of recent contact with
something hard and swift. Mr. Becker
scowled as he halted before them, but
the officer smiled encouragingly, and said:
“You are Mr. Sinful Peck, I hear.”

“Yes, sir. That’s the name I'm known
by aboard this hell-ship. Mr. Becker,” he
said to the mate, “will you permit me to
speak to this gentleman in your august
presence?”’ :

The scowling Mr. Becker made no an-
swer, and Sinful continued: “You are. a
government officer, sir?”

“Lieutenant Seward, Sixth Artillery—
inspector of customs.”

“I am ex-first mate of this ship. Here
is my successor and predecessor, who
forgets that I am ex-officio entitled to
consideration, and has thrown me to the
‘dogs. I cannot write a letter, as I have no
stationery, and know better than to ask
for it; but will you kindly inform Cap-
tain Jackson of my predicament, sir,
when you see him ?”

“Most certainly—when he is in condi-
tion to hear of it; but I am informed that
he is very low—too low to be disturbed.”

“Of course—of course, lieutenant. Only
when he is in condition to attend to the
matter. I can drag my chain until then,
I hope, but in case I fail—what is the
penalty for murder under martial law?
I am student of civil and international
law, but not of martial. I am a pearl
cast before swine. What will happen if
I kill a pig or a bucko mate?”

“You will be shot,” answered the of-
ficer, with an amused smile.

“Thank you sir. I shall remember. Mr.
Becker,” he said to the mate, “have no
fear of me. You are a poor, ignorant
man, and you knew no better. I shall not
kill you until we get to America.”

“Well, I want none o’ yer lip,” declared
Mr. Becker, angrily, advancing towards
him,
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“Steady as you go, sir,” answered Sin-
ful, backing away, with hands uplifted.
“If you touch me you’ll get mussed; and
you look fine in that clean shirt, Mr.
Becker—ought to wear a clean shirt
every day, sir.”

“lI needn’t touch you, damn you,”
snarled the officer, springing to the rail
and extracting a belaying-pin.

Sinful smiled sweetly.

“Wait,” said the lieutenant, blocking
his way. “You are not going to assault
that man for good-humored joking.”

“T’ll break his damned head,” sputtered
Mr. Becker. But he halted.

“You will not be permitted. Manila is
-under martial law, which is quick and
severe. Men,” said the lieutenant to the
two privates, who had remained near the -
gangway, “your duty will be not only to
see that no contraband goods are smug-
gled out of this ship, but that there is
no assault of seamen by officers. If an
officer strikes a man except in self-de-
fense, put him under arrest and notify
me.”
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“Yeg, sir,” they answered, saluting,
and looking hard at Mr. Becker, who put
the belaying-pin back and faced Mr. Se-
ward in a white heat.

“Yes—that’s all right, for the army or
the navy,” he said, “with the power o’ the
government behind you; but how’ll a man
manage aboard these ships with the
crews we get? Here’s Mr. Brown here”—
the second mate had just come out of the
cabin door—*“an’ me, all alone wi’ twenty-
five mén to handle an’ keep at work.
Every man of ’em ready to mutiny at
any time.”

“And they did mutiny,” broke in the
second mate, who had easily surmised the
situation; “outside Singapore. They took

charge o’ the ship for a while, and this.

man shot me.” He pointed at Sinful.

“And then nursed you, I hear,” said
the lieutenant, dryly.

“Look at ’em forrard, there,” stormed
the angry first mate; “that baker’s doz-
en by the galley door. See that big tough
with the cro’-jack eye? That’s Bigpig
Monahan, the ringleader o’ the lot. See
that hang-dog mug beside him? That’s
Seldom Helward, ready for murder at
any time., What d’ye think 0o’ men wi’
them names? There’s Tosser Galvin,
seratchin’ himself. Think them men’ll lis-
ten to reason?”’

“Myr. Becker is right, lieutenant,” said
Sinful. “Their names alone condemn
them. There are Poopdeck Cahill, and
Turkey Twain, Ghost O’Brien, Gunner
Meagher—it would pain you to hear
them all, sir. They are town-mates of
mine, to my shame and confusion; but
Mr. Recker is right; they will not listen
to reason. Not a brute among them can
be insulted unless the insult is physical.
They have so insulted me. They are dock-
rats and river thieves from Cleveland.”

“An’ you're the worst thief among ’em,
Il bet,” growled the mate.

“Thank you, sir,” answered Sinful,
straightening up, a ridiculous figure of
moek dignity; “but I cannot argue that
with you. I am come aft for relief from
the medicine-chest. While saving your
leg from amputation I learned of its

contents. There is croton oil there, which

will assuage the pain in my own leg,
where a splinter of bone has been kicked
off by a sea-boot. May I have the croton
oil, sir?”

A little of shame and embarrassment
came to the angry face of the mate, and
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when he observed the cold but question-
ing gaze of the lieutenant fixed upon
him, he growled: “Go ahead, and be
damned to you.”

Sinful limped into the cabin, and in a
few minutes returned with a large, flat
bottle. He nodded a cheery ‘“good-morn-
ing” to the lientenant, and was about to
pass forward when he saw the “baker’s
dozen” of men leave their place near
the galley, and march aft in a body.
There was purpose in their rugged, in-
telligent faces, though but little index
of the malice credited them by Sinful
and the mate, and they approached as
though they had something to say or do.
Sinful halted, and then edged over to-
wards the two soldiers.

CHAPTER XI
Mg, BRowN MAKES A MISTAKE '

(L R. BECKER,” said the big
M “ringleader,” respectfully, “it
isn’t quite one bell yet. May we

speak to this officer fore we turn to?”

The mate nodded & surly consent, and
he turned to the officer.

“My name’s Monahan, sir—”

“Bigpig Monahan,” lnterrupted Sin-
ful.

“Bigpig it is, my son, but don’t in-
terrupt. Can you tell us, sir, if the banks
ashore are doing business with the
home banks now?”’

“No,” said the lieutenant. “There’s a
military government in force, and all
foreign business is at a standstill.”

“No way, then, sir, by which we can
draw money on our home banks? This
crowd could bunch issues and buy a
fleet of ships like this, but we’re help-
less, unless we can communicate with
our bankers in Cleveland. We merely want
our discharge from this ship and can
pay for it, but we’'ve signed articles
and the skipper refused liberty yester-
day. Now he’s in the hospital. We want
to go home by steamer—not ’fore the
mast in a sailing ship. Would an ap-
peal to the admiral be of use, sir?”

“Decidedly, no. If you signed articles
he would not interfere without the cap-
tain’s knowledge and consent. And he is
too near death to be troubled. No one
can discharge you except your captain,
when he recovers—that is, unless you
have cause for complaint worthy of the
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Provost Court’s attention. Have you any
grievance ?”’

“None this side of Singapore, sir—
now that the nigger is dead, and we
have this little devil ’fore the mast
with us. The two mates have just joined,
and haven’t shown their teeth yet. If
they begin, how shall we get a com-
plaint ashore, sir?”

“They will not begin. These two men
whom I will leave here will prevent it.”

“There’ll be no trouble of our start-
ing; we want to keep clean records. But
there’ll be no way of our knowing just
when the skipper can listen to our prop-
ogition. Will you be kind enough to put
it to him, sir, whenever he gets well
enough? Say that we’ll make good the
pay of thirteen new men for the run
home, and that we don’t want any money
from him—only our discharges. Our in-
terests at home are suffering.”

“Do you think he will believe that you
can do it?”’

“He can make sure by cabling, sir.
We had ne money for that at Singapore,
and we can’t get ashore here, and are
just as poor. But at home I’'m a shipowner
and master, while there are several here
wealthier than 1.”

“If you are wealthy men,” asked the
officer, looking at the innocent though
dirty face of Sinful, “how do you happen
to be here? This man gwes you a dif-
ferent standing.”

“They’re not wealthy, lieutenant,” said
Sinful, earnestly. “They know every free
lunch in Cleveland, but they can’t even
buy drinks.”

“This man,” said Bigpig, hotly, “is a
liar. The story might as well come out.
We're sick o’ this ship. He made a fool
bet a few years back on Bryan’s elee-
tion—which was, to make a deep-water
voyage if he lost. He made the bet with
Seldom—Captain Helward at home—and
we all came down to see him off. Just
'fore going abeard he gave us a parting
wine supper, drugged us all, and had
us shanghaied by the crimp that shipped
him, It’s one of his damned practical
jokes, but it’s costing him something.
Look at him.”

Mr. Seward laughed, and said: “It
does seem t0 be going hard with him.
Well, I am to tell the captain for him
that he is disrated, and I will state
your proposition to him, as soon as pos-

sible. There are plenty of men in port,
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and I can see no reason why he should
hold you. But you cannot land in Manila
unless in perfect health. The quarantine
is very strict, and the slightest symptom
of contagious disease will bar you out.”

“We're all right, sir,” they exclalmed
noisily.

One bell tinkled from the cabin clock,
and the mate growled: “Turn to. Mr.
Brown, rig a tackle to the main-yard and
lift that stiff over. And take off the main
hatch so that this inspector o’ customs
an’ sailors’ dry-nurse can look inte the
hold. I’ll get the ship’s papers.”

The lieutenant’s face flushed as he
looked at the retreating figure of the
mate, and he said to the two soldiers:
“Watch that man carefully, and lock
him up if he gives you the glightest
excuse.”

“Yes, sir,” answered one, “we will; but
how about the men? They seem to be
abusing that little fellow.”

“The men,” said the officer, in a mus-
ing tone. “Their case is beyond my in-
tervention; and the little fellow seems to
be able to take care of himself. But don’t
let them kill him.”

“Something doing now, sir,” said the
other soldier, looking forward, and the
lieutenant followed his glance. There
were men on the main hatch bundling
up the elongated object in its canvas
covering; and the others were carrying
aloft a heavy tackle with which to lift
it; but the rest of the crew—not yet
set to work—were watching Mr. Brown
and Sinful Peck, who were holding a

" heated argument near the windlass.

Sinful held in one hand a “slush-
bucket,” from which, with the other
hand, he had scooped some grease and
plastered the tar on his bald head, his
object, of course, being the softening of
the tar for easy remeoval. But he was
doing it in working-hours, and Mr.
Brown, who had not heard the lieuten-
ant’s orders forbidding assault, was very
properly incensed.

Sinful’s voice of protest could not be
heard plainly, but Mr. Brown’s was loud,
profane, and emphatic, the burden of
his criticism, however, referring as much
to Sinful’s handiness with a gun as to his
bad manners in making his toilet after
one bell. As they looked, the second
mate’s fist shot out and the litile man
went down; then Mr. Brown began kick-
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ing the small victim in the ribs, methodi-
cally and rhythmically.

“Stop that!” roared the lieutenant,
starting forward. “Arrest that man!”
he called back to the two privates, and
they followed, shipping their bayonets
as they ran. Mr. Brown was interrupted
by two sharp steel points pressing his
sides; then, as he started back, the rifles
were crossed between him and his vie-
tim.

“Take him over the side, and send him
ashore to the provost marshal-general,”
said Mr. Seward, sternly.

“What’s this for?” asked the aston-
ished second mate. “Why—why—he shot
me—shot me with my own pistol!”

“He must have been a poor marks-
man, to hit your leg. Over the side with
him, men.” And Mr. Brown, expostu-
lating loudly as he went, was marched
aft to the main rigging and compelled to
climb down to the waiting casco.

Sinful serambled painfully to his feet,
and, with his nose bleeding afresh,
limped after the lieutenant and asked:

“Can you take me along as prose-
cuting witness, sir?”

“Not needed in Provost Court. I am
witness enough,” said the lieutenant,
without halting; and Sinful returned to
his toilet. This time he was -permitted
to finish, even to bandaging his leg.

The tackle was rigged and the body
swinging in mid-air by this time, and
as the enraged lieutenant reached the
gangway and met Mr. Becker with the
ship’s papers, it was lowered to the cas-
co, where the corporal’s guard that had
received Mr. Brown laid it out on the
deck and unhooked the tackle.

Mr. Seward examined the papers,
peeped down the opened hatches at the
ballast in the lower hold, then, handing
back the papers to the mate, turned to
the gangway, but halted at the steps
and called back:

“l am taking the second mate ashore
under arrest for assaulting one of the
sailors. If you duplicate his offense you
will receive summary treatment. Men,”
he said to the soldiers, “you are to see
to this.” Then he went over the side,
and the soldiers explained what had hap-
pened. Mr. Becker climbed to the poop,
peered down at his brother officer, seated
disconsolately on a box, surrounded by
soldiers, and at the officer under the
awning of the steam-launch, which was
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now making fast to the casco; then,
mopping his hairy face with his coat-
sleeve, came down and looked blankly at
the soldiers.

“Well, I'll be hanged,” he said. “What
am I to do now-—alone here with this
crew o men?”

“Try treating them decently,” an-
swered one. “Such work would spoil the
best company in the army. You heard our
orders? Well, we’ll carry them out.”

CHAPTER XII
“THE ITcH”

€ R. BECKER did not answer.

Whether he was most op-

-pressed by his isolation among
unfriendly men, or by the menace of
martial law, could not be surmised by
his new attitude towards the crew. He
became a model merchant officer, quiet,
dignified, and civil-spoken, and that af-
ternoon kept them at light, easy tasks cal-
culated to win the regard of the most
mutinous of sailors. Even was he kind
to Sinful Peck, which so emboldened the
little man that, when work was done for
the day, he came aft and requested—the
ship being in port—free access to the
fresh-water tanks for the men he had
been thrown among.

“Guess yer talkin’ for yerself more’n
them, aren’t you?” growled the mate.

“For myself entirely, sir,” answered
Sinful. “The weather is warm, and the
forecastle poorly ventilated. Some are
complaining of prickly heat, and it may
be the dhobie’s itch. Perhaps they would
wash if the example were set.”

“You need a bath yerself. Go ahead and
set the example.”

Salt “slush,” though an excellent sol-
vent for sticky tar, is not a cosmetic of
the first order, and Sinful’s appearance
really attested his own urgent need of
what he prescribed for the others. The
mate ordered the carpenter to unlock
the decktanks, and sent a box of soap
forward by the steward—a benefaction
so unprecedented that the men openly
debited their shares on the slop-chest
account. But the gift was acceptable, and
for half an hour in the gathering dark-
ness the forward deck was a natatorium.
Then it became a laundry, and until far
into the night men washed, rinsed and
hung up shirts and underwear to dry in
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the rigging. But the soldier en watch
noticed that Sinful Peck was the only
one of the fourteen men from Cleveland
who waghed clothes. The others had
turned in after their bath, and when he
called his comrade at midnight to re-
lieve him, he reported that Sinful was
still at it.

The sleepy soldier strolled forward.
Sinful was sitting on the forehatch be-
side a large pile of damp clothes, with
a bucket between his knees, industriously
_ washing away. Bigpig Monahan stood be-
hind him on the hatch, twirling in his
hand a piece of rope, and as the soldier
drew near he was saying:

“It pains me, my son, to rope’s-end
you; but you’ve got to finish the crowd’s
wash, and we're giving you three nights
to do it. By the time you’ve rinsed out
that pile it’ll be two bells, and you can
turn in; and tomorrow night you can
go on with more, but every man on an-
chor-watch gets this rope with instrue-
tions to use it if you shirk. Now, I'll call
Seldom. You’d better not monkey with
him.,”

Bigpig entered the forecastle, and the-

soldier said to Sinful: “This seems to be
compulsory; but we’re ordered not to in-
terfere with anything between you men.
I can’t help you.”

“Compulsory,” answered Sinful, peer-
ing up into the soldier’s face with a
ghastly smile on his own. “Not at all.
It’s a labor of love and self-protection.
It’s painful to watch them scrateh, and
I’'d hate to catch the itch. They call it
prickly heat, but it’s the itch—the
dhobie’s itch. They caught it loafing
‘round Singapore. It’s contagious, and
they can’t be discharged with a con-
tagious disease., And as they’re too lazy
to wash their clothes, I'm doing it for
them.” '

“Guess you wouldn’t be sorry to see
‘em discharged?” laughed the soldier.

“Oh yes, I would. I love ’em, bad as
they smell; but I hate to see them down
with the iteh.”

‘He wrung out the last garment,
dumped the bucket on deck; then he be-
gan filling a large tub with the rinsing-
watér, and the soldier went aft.

in the merning Mr. Becker, not car-
ing to hoist over one of the ship’s boats
with a disleyal crew abeard, hailed
the passing dingy of another ship and
went ashore. He returned at noon with
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business in his face, and when he sang
out “turn to” at one bell, as cleanly a
crew as ever manned a rope answered
the call, and, at his behest, began rig-
ging cargo whips. Ballast was to be
discharged, he informed the boatswains,
and a cargo of sugar and hemp taken in
for Shanghai. The captain, on his sick-
bed, had arranged the charter, and, as
it would take a month to load, he hoped
to be well in time to sail.

Scant comfert for the homesick and
well-doing men. Mr. Becker was not their
ambassador; neither had be brought
word from Mr. Seward. And to aid
their troubles, something seemed to be
the matter with them. Three came aft
at nightfall and asked the steward for
saleratus, as a remedy for prickly heat.
The steward obliged them with a small
package, but at breakfast-time next
morning, when seven others came aft
with the same request, he was ecom-
‘pelled to refuse. He had none to spare,
and suggested that they eat less, and
drink less water in such a hot climate.

The refusal was not of great moment,
as the first three complained that it had
not relieved the itching and burning
sensation which afflicted them from head
to foot; but at noon, when the whole
thirteen came aft and bared their chests
to the mate, exposing an angry, red rash,
and officially appealed to him for re-
lief from the medicine-chest, the matter
looked serious. They were in torment,
they said, and a body of men in tor-
ment are a serious proposition on board
ship. Mr. Becker disclaimed knowledge of
medicine-chests, and sent for Sinful
Peck. The little man, clean and sweet
and smiling, followed aft and preseribed
flower of sulphur, applied dry.

“For it’s nothing but the iteh,” he
said—*“the dhobie’s itch, whiech they
must have contracted while sleeping in
the dog-kennels at Singapore. Yes; I'll
stake my professional reputation that it
is the itch.”

HERE being none to contradiet a
man with a professional reputation,

the sulphur was taken forward and ap-
plied; and their heavy breathing and
suppressed groans half an hour later as
the irritant ate into their several skins
brought encouraging words from Sin- -
ful and a fraternal pity to his face.
“It’s only because it’s taking held, .
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boys,” he said to them. “It’ll be all right

by supper-time. You’ve been pretty se-

vere on me, but, I tell you, I'm sorry
for you.”

“Sorry be damned, you little devil,”
said Seldom Helward. “I believe you've
made it worse.” But Sinful earnestly
maintained the correctness of his diag-
nosis,

They turned to at one bell, and worked
for an hour; then they mutinously quit
their tasks, stripped and washed off the
sulphur. A change of underwear fol-
fowed, and for a while they felt better;
but at supper-time the itching and burn-
ing had returned. They were not polite
in their remarks to Sinful, and that
evening he had twenty-six socks and
twenty-six pieces of underwear added
to his wash-list. Smiling cheerfully in
the darkness, he set to work.

In the morning the soldiers on guard
would have reported the matter to the
health doctor ashore, but, as the men
were able to work and the disease showed
no signs of spreading, Mr. Becker, with
the assistance of Sinful, overruled them.

So while the miserable days of wait-
ing for the captain’s recovery and their
prospective release wore along, they were
kept at light tasks about the deck, the
heavier cargo work being done by na-
tives from ashore. Sinful advised the suf-
fering men not to bathe so frequently,
as water was bad for the itch or any
cutaneous affection; but finding invari-
ably a temporary relief after a bath and
change of clothing, and ascribing his sug-
gestion to an interested motive, they con-
tinued the practice, and kept him busy
each night at the wash-tub.

But the nightly labor and loss of sleep
may have told upon his self-control. He
came aft one morning when the ship was
nearly loaded, and showed his hands and
wrists to the mate and the soldier on
guard. He angrily demanded to be taken
out of the forecastle; he had caught the
contagion from fools who would not
follow his advice. And he had not shipped
to work on deck all day for the owners,
and half the night as wash-woman for
the crew.

He was too insolent, and Mr. Becker
promptly knocked him down; but the
next moment the mate felt the prick of
the soldier’s bayonet.

“Just what I’ve been waiting for, you
inhuman brute,” s2id the soldier. “Now,
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you'll go ashore under arrest, and we'll
have medical relief for these men.”

The mate paled, but said nothing, and
as the disfigured Sinful crept forward
the soldier roused his comrade, hailed
a passing government steam launch, and
had Mr. Becker into it, bound shoreward,
before the men forward knew what had
happened.

But in the middle of the afternoon,
Mr. Becker came back, in the same steam-
launch that had originally brought the
inspector of customs, and with him were
this inspector, Mr. Brown, and a gaunt,
hollow-eyed specter whom the crew with
difficulty recognized as Captain Jackson,
master of the ship, and another white-
clad officer, with the insignia of a surgeon
on his collar. They helped the captain
up the gangway and seated him in a
deck-chair; then Mr. Becker called Sin-
ful Peck aft. Sinful came.

“I didn’t know you were disrated,
Peck,” said the captain, weakly. “I had
a relapse after I chartered the ship, and
Lieutenant Seward, whom you depended
upon to tell me, was sent inland. He
has just returned. Mr. Becker is fined
a good portion of his pay by the Provost
Court, and I hope there will be no more
trouble. Get your dunnage into the
third mate’s room, and send your thir-
teen friends aft to me.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Sinful, with
his sweetest smile, and went forward.
Then came the thirteen sufferers and
stood before the captain.

“I am a very sick man,” said he; “too
sick to care for any more trouble with
my crew for a while. I have cleared for
Shanghai, and there is nothing to set-
tle but your case. The mate informs me
that you have behaved well, are anxious
to be discharged, and are willing to pay
for it. I would not take your money,
and as there are plenty of men ashore,
will discharge you if the health officer
will permit. But I hear you are down
with some contagion.”

They showed him their breasts and
arms, and the surgeon drew near.

“Don’t know what it is, capt’n,” said
Bigpig, “unless it’s aggravated prickly
heat. That isn’t contagious.”

“He swears it’s the dhobie’s itch,” said
the mate, pointing at Sinful, who had
joined the group.

“It is not that,” said the surgeon.
“We are all too familiar with that ashore
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to fear it, or to bar it out as contagion.
I don’t know what it is. Such an ag-
gravated rash, so similar on so many
men, never came into my experience.”
“But it is contagious, sir,” said Sin-
ful, dropping his dunnage to the deck
and displaying his wrists. “They’ve made
me wash their clothes for a month, and
this morning I found this eruption.”
“They cannet land, eaptain,” said the
surgeon. “The rules are very strict, with
g0 many unacclimated scoldiers on the
Island. You must take them to sea.”
“Very well. You hear, men? You must
make the best of it, and”’—he sank back
with a sigh—“so must 1.”
With desperation in their woe-begone
faces, they slowly moved forward.
' Next day, as the ship was passing
Cavite on the way out to sea, Captain
Jackeon called his newly ingtalled third
, mate up to him.
b “Mr. Peck,” he said, “you are a shrewd
| man and a physician. What is the mat-
| ter with those men?”
. Sinful locked gravely in his face.
! “They’'ll murder me, captain, if they
" ever find out; but it’s nothing that soap
and water won’t remedy. Let them wash
their oewn clothes, and rinse them well.
As long as they made me wash them I
dosed the rinsing-water with croton oil.”

CHAPTER XIII
SinFuL Peck, THikD MATE

VEN with a contented, respectful
j crew forward and friendly
superiors aft, a third mate’s
berth is not an enviable cne. He is at
the beck and call of every sailor who
wants more paint, more oil or tar—who
wants his seraper sharpened, or is dis-
satisfied with his marline-spike. When
the day's work at sea is done he must
know that everything is stowed away in
its proper place, and in sail trimming
or shertening must be first to spring to
a rope or into the rigging. In the night
watehes he is but an aid te the first
mate, and derives his autherity from
him, pessessing no influence over the
med that he cannot base upon his popu-
larity with them, and receiving no re-
spect from them that he cannet enforce
from his superior seamanship.
Navigation—the science of the sextant,
chart, and log-book—he is not supposed
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to know, and any display of such knowl-
edge would be an affront to his superiors,
one of whom. the second mate, is also
immune from the requirement. With
everything in his favor he is sure to be
unhappy; and Sinful Peck, though as
active, intelligent, and willing a worker
as the ship contained, began the pas-
sage from Manila to Shanghai under
as unfavorable conditions as ever con-
fronted a third mate. :

The twelve landsmen of the crew, dull,
listless, limited men, disliked him with
the 'jealous antagonism which ignorance
feels for superiority but lately lifted
above it. The thirteen others, his towns-
men— his superiors in brain, profes-
sional knowledge, and experience—
nursed no such cheap emotion as this,
but rather a sense of injury and de-
feat and desire for reprisal which, in
the minds of such men, held more of
menace towards Sinful than would be
the hatred of a worldful of weaklings.

The two boatswains, the carpenter,
the steward, and the cook were quiet,
peace-loving men, ready at all times to
follow the line of least resistance; but
the first and second mate joined the
landsmen in their jealous disapproval of
him, and supplemented this feeling with
the sense of injury and defeat felt by
Sinful’s thirteen compatriots. His one
friend in the ship was the captain who
had prompted him, a man unable to
stand erect, or to speak in a loud voice.

At the first Sinful was not, or per-
haps did not care to be, diplomatic. He
made no secret of his contempt for the
two mates above him, repeating their
orders when given him with a flippancy
of tone that was more than exasperating,
and delivering them to the men with a
ring and a snap that spoke whole paeans
of triumph. It brought results before
sail was made.

The irritable Seldom Helward, in-
censed at Sinful’s unnecessary repeti-
tion of an order to “loose that fore-roy-
al,” sprang upon him, shook him vige-
rously, and hurled him twenty feet along
the deck. The first and second mate,
though looking directly at the fracas,
turned their baeks, pretending not te
see; but Captain Jackson, reclining in
his invalid’s chair on top of the after-
house, attached more importance to the
episode. He sat erect, and as the mu-
tinous Seldom mounted the rail to obey
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Sinful’s order, and Sinful picked him-
self up, smiling cheerfully, he called his
three officers up to him. They came,
Sinful still smiling, but limping pain-
fully and rubbing his elbow.

“l have noticed, Mr. Becker,” said
the captain to the first mate, “and Mr.
Brown’”—he looked at the second mate—
“an antagonism between you two and
Mr. Peck. It must end at once, I have
made him third mate, and he is one of
yourselves, though, perhaps, from his
small stature unable to hold his own in
a personal encounter with any of the
men, Did you see him assaulted just
now ?”’

“I didn’t see any assault, capt’n,” an-
swered Mr. Becker, somewhat sheepishly.
The second mate also declared his blind-
ness.

“l saw it, and I saw you both look
elsewhere. Now, we are good for a month
at sea with the worst crew that ever
happened, and you begin the first day
with your antipathies towards one anoth-
er. I want you to shake hands, suppress
your feelings, and remember that you
are officers who may at any moment be
called upon to put down mutiny. Is there
any grievance—anything unexplained,
which may be settled at once?”

“Nothin’ but his blamed lip when he
was ’fore the mast,” growled Mr. Beck-
er. “An’ a first mate is usually con-
sulted when a man’s taken out o’ the
fo’castle, sir. I don’t see no medals on
him.” :

“I am the judge of his competency.
He nursed you when crippled, took your
place for a time, and did your work well.
Mr. Brown, what have you against Mr.
Peck ?”

“Nothin’ but what the mate says, sir—
except that he was mighty quick to shoot
me outside o’ Singapore.”

“He shot you for maltreating him
against my orders. He also nursed you.
The action of those men at the time in
promptly taking advantage of the situa-
tion and dictating terms to me ought to
be a warning to you. They are the same
men. Do you carry your pistols?”

They all affirmed that they did, Sin-
ful adding that since he had shot Mr.
Brown he had suffered remorse that
would forever prevent him from again
using a pistol unless his life were in
danger. '

“For it's an awful thing, captain,”
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he said, earnestly, “to have the blood
of a fellow-man on your hands.”

“It depends a good deal on the fel-
low-man,” said the captain, dryly. “But
the feeling is creditable. You surely hold
no grudge against Mr. Brown or Mr.
Becker ?”

“Not at all, captain. For both of them
I entertain feelings of the highest re-
spect. I regret the false position in
which I have been placed, which has
prevented them from understanding me,
and I welcome this opportunity to make
myself clear. I sincerely hope that we
can finish the voyage in amity and good-
fellowship.”

Some of the words were lost on the
first mate, towards whom Sinful turned
as he finished the speech, but his earnest
manner and extended hand were under-
standable, and with a slight softening of
his rugged countenance he took Sinful’s
hand, stammering, “Hope we'll get on all
right.”

“And, Mr. Brown,” continued Sinful,
fully as earnestly, to the second mate,
“I want you to forgive, if you will, my
impulsive action in shooting you a few
months back. Let me assure you, sir, that
the regret and remorse, and the fear
that you would die, have been punish-
ment to me far greater than the pain
attending your wound.”

Such polished diction was irresistible.
The second mate’s seamy face expanded
to a smile, and he, too, took the extended
hand.

“That’s all right, Mr. Peck,” he said.
“You’re forrard then, and now you're
aft; so we've got to pull together.”

“That is well,” remarked the captain.
“Now, call that man Helward down from
aloft and put him in irons—and under-
stand, no compromising with this crew.
If you weaken in the least they will take
advantage. The law forbids you to resent
insolence from a sailor by assault, but
you may legally order him to any work
as punishment, and if he refuses, you
may order him in irons and shoot him if
he resists. That is the law.”

As they turned away, a long-drawn,
throaty hail came from aloft: ‘“Sheet
home the fore-royal, sir,” and the men
forward, who, in the absence of super-
vision, had clustered in groups, watch-
ing the confab on the after-house, sprang
to the royal gear and waited orders. But
none came. The captain, sinking back in
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his - chair from weakness, called to his
departing cofficers: “Never mind the roy-
al. Get him down and iron him.” :

“All right, sir,” answered Mr. Becker,
and then, funneling his hands, he sent
a thundering roar at the man on the
fore-royal yard. “Come down from aloft.
D’ye hear, up there? Come down.”

Seldom descended, and the first and
second mate went forward to meet him,
while Sinful entered the cabin and
emerged with a pair of wrist-irons; but
he disereetly remained aft. As Seldom
dropped from the rail to the deck, Mr.
Becker shoved a pistol into hig face, and
My, Brown, holding another at arm’s-
length by his side, looked sternly and
-significantly inte the serious faces of
the other men, who were drawing near.

“Up with your hands—quick,” tersely
cornmanded the mate.

Seldom was quick. He knocked the pis-
tol upward and it discharged its bullet
over his head; then, with a furious im-
precation he clinched the mate, and the
_two, locked tightly, wrestled and whirled
about the deck, struggling for possession
of the weapon. Some of the men secured
belaying-pins, but- Mr. Brown’s leveled
pistol and threatening language prevent-
ed them from joining the fray, which
was over almeost as soon as begun. The
mate was seasened and muscular, but
not quite as much so as Seldom, who, at
a favorable moment, brought hoth hands
to bear upon the firearm and wrenched
it away from the officer. Then, his fero-
«cious face purple with rage and exertion,
he struck him down with his fist and
sprang back; cocking the pistol.

CHAPTER XIV
Two Par oF Irons

4 LAST wyour soul!’ he yelled.
“What's this for? What—"

His back was towards Mr.

Brown, who interrupted the speech by
gripping his collar and pressing the cold
muzzle ¢f his revolver into the hair-roots
at the back of his head. Now was the criti-
cal moment for those men, were they
seriously engaged in mutiny, to have in-
terfered. But they were not engaged in
mutiny, and interference would surely re-
sult fatally for Seldom. They held back.
“Lewer that gun,” commanded the sec-
ond mate, “or Ill blow yeur head off.

N\
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Stoop down and lay it on the deck, Don’t
wriggle, blast you, or you’ll die.”

The cold muzzle was persuasive. Seldom
wavered but a moment, his head slowly
moving to the right and left, then, stoop-
ing, he deposited the pistol on the deck,
and the furious Mr. Becker, now on his
feet, seized it and covered the men.

“Don’t ye make no breaks, damn ye,”
he spluttered in his rage. “Keep back.
March him aft, Mr. Brown.”

With the second mate’s hand on his
collar, and the pistol still at the back
of his head, Seldom was marched aft to
where Sinful waited at the mizzen hatch;
and when the mate was satisfied that the
men meant no present demonstration, he
followed.

- With as sad an expression as he could
assume, Sinful snapped the manacles on
the conquered Seldom’s wrists.

“This is a most painful duty, Seldom,
I assure you,” he began; but he said no
more. By a sudden backward movement
of his head he barely avoided the im-
pact of Seldom’s two fists on his face, and
stepped aside, out of range.

“Jackson,” shouted the enraged man
to the captain, who was leaning forward
in his chair and looking down on them,
“what am I ironed for? What right have
you to put me in irons?”

“For assault upon my third officer. I
am within the law. Remember that. Make
him fast in the lazarette, Mr. Becker.”

“Within the law, are you?”’ yelled
Seldom. “Then, by God, the law will be
changed! I’'m no slave. I'll make things
hot for you when I ‘get back, and don’t
you forget it.”

“Take him below, and send the crew
aft—all hands. And, steward,” said the
captain to this functionary, who just then
appeared at his side with a shot-gun,
“feed that man hard bread and water
with the full allowance every fifth day.”

While Seldom, profanely expressing
his opinion of Captain Jackson, his of-
ficers, and the law of his country, was
led up the poop-steps and aft to the
lazarette, Mr. Brown summoned the crew.
When they had mustered beneath the cap-
tain he addressed them.

“Men,” he said, weakly, for the ex-
citement was telling upon him, “you have

seen one of your number ironed and put

upon bread-and-water for insubordina-
tion and assault upon an officer. This
will happen to each and all of you if you
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duplicate his offense, and you will serve
a sentence in jail at Shanghai, as he will.
On the other hand—and I speak par-
ticularly now to you thirteen men from
Cleveland—I am willing to pay you off
at Shanghai, as I would have done at
Manila had you not been suffering from
an eruption of the skin which the health
‘officer considered contagious—but only
.on condition that you give me no more
trouble. I am a very sick man, and can-
not stand it. I am extremely anxious to
be rid of you, but would as soon put
you in jail as discharge you. Take your
choice.”

“That’s a fair proposition, captain,”
spoke up Bigpig Monahan, “and I can say
for all of us that we have meant no trou-
ble, in this very hope o’ getfing clear of
the ship and back home. But Seldom’s
hot-tempered, and your third mate dev-
iled him into the break he made. And
as for that eruption of the skin, why,
we’'ve figured it out. There’s a big empty
bottle labeled croton oil in the forecas-
tle, and it was full when Sinful brought
it forrard to doctor his leg. He never
used any on his leg. He put that stuff in
the wash-tub when he washed our clothes,
and it brought out the rash that fooled
the doctor at Manila.”

The captain was too feeble to smile,
but the face of the second mate took on
a quivering grin, and even the saturnine
countenance of Mr. Becker looked cheer-
ful for a moment. Sinful’s was non-com-
mittal.

“You made him wash clothes for you
until one or two in the morning, I hear,”
said the captain. “Can you blame him?”

“Not exactly, capt’n; it’s tit for tat.
He crimped us at New York, and ever
since has played these tricks to compel
us to finish the voyage with him. When
we've had him forrard we’ve squared up
—that’s all. Now, capt’n, I want to ask,
at the same time that I promise for the
rest: that we’ll act right and do our
work until we get to Shanghai, that you'll
let Seldom out. He’s with us on this good
conduct deal, and unless he’s aggravated
wouldn’t harm a fly.”

“No. He will remain in irons and go
to jail until the ship is ready to leave
Shanghai, when he will be brought
aboard and put to work.”

“Very well, capt’n”—and Bigpig's face
straightened—*“but you know why we
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submit to this. Three mates and your-
gelf, armed night and day—"

“That will do,” interrupted the cap-
tain,

The three mates had remained on the
main-deck close to the poop-steps. At the
promise of renewed friction contained
in Bigpig’s words, Mr. Becker and Mr.
Brown stiffened up, ready for action; but
Sinful spoke, for the first time.

“Captain,” he said, looking upward,
“this man’s mention of arms brings the
matter close to myself. I have spoken of
my scruples against shooting a fellow-
man, unless my life is threatened., I
could not shoot a dog, even one of these
dogs. My life is in no danger from them;
they are too cowardly. Banded to-
gether they have overcome and misused
me, but not a cur among them would dare
face me alone.

“Now, with regard to my scruples
against having blood upon my hands, and
the chance that two or more of these
brutes may seize me unawares some time
and disarm me, it is best that I carry
no pistol. In their hands it would be a
menace to you and my superior officers.
Mr. Becker, here is my gun.” He handed
a pistol to the wondering mate, and
stepped towards the group of men. “You
heard, did you not,”. he said to Bigpig,
a giant who overtopped him by more
than a foot, “what I said? You are dogs
and cowards. I am unarmed and do not
fear to tell you. I rely solely upon your
cowardice and my own sense of right.
Not a man among you dare raise your
hand against an unarmed officer, small-
er than the smallest of you.”

“Mr. Peck,” called out the captain,
warningly; but the mischief was done.
It was a brave speech, even from a man
confident of his backing, for the captain
had depressed his shot-gun and the two
mates had drawn their pistols. But it
was too much for the even-tempered Big-
pig, and for the first time he lost his
self-control. With a contemptuous half-
grin on his face he brought his open
hand around at arm’s-length and smote
Sinful in the face, much as a big school-
boy strikes a smaller. The little man
seemed to curl up in the air, and before
he reached the deck Tosser Galvin’s
big boot caught him and sped him to-
wards the ‘companion-door, into which
he floundered. He stood up a moment
later, wheezing with pain and rage—
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ready for more; but by this time Big-
pig and Tosser were covered by two re-
- volvers and a shot-gun, and the feeble
voice of the captain had said: “Iron those
two men.”

“Oh, I suppose so,” said Bigpig, weari-
ly, with his hands uplifted. “But under«
stand, capt’n, I didn’t strike an officer.
I struck a little wretch who forgot he
was an officer. This won’t bear—"'

“Shut up!” ordered the first mate.
“Mr. Peck, can you get the irons—two
pair?”

Sinful could, though he limped on both
legs now, and displayed a fair imitation
of one-sided mumps. He disappeared in
the cabin and returned with the man-
acles. Silently and smilingly he secured
them on the wrists of the offenders, then
turned to the mate with the remark: “I
took the liberty to count the supply, sir.
There are ten pair more—just enough to
go around.”

“Understand this, too, captain,” said
Tosser, shaking his two fists upward.
“Look out for yourself when we get
back.”

“Put them in the lazarette,” said the
captain. Then, while Bigpig and Tosser
climbed the steps on the way to their
prison, he addressed the others.

“The action of these men,” he said,
“does not affect my promise to discharge
you if you make no further trouble. If
you do, you are liable to be shot, or
you will go in irons and to jail, and then
finish the voyage with these three. Take
your choice.”

His last words were whispered. He
sank back in a faint, and was attended
by the steward, while the men, urged
by the menacing pistols and threatening
eyes of the mates, moved sullenly for-
ward. At the mate’s order, one went
aloft to overhaul the gear, and the fore-
royal was set. Then followed the rest
of the canvas, the tug was dropped, and
they worked through the day, moodily
but quietly.

CHAPTER XV
SiNFUL GETS HAMMERED

N spite of his severe punishment at
the hands of Bigpig and Tosser, and
the probability that it would be re-
peated by one or more of the sullen men
whom he had stigmatized as curs and
cowards, Sinful stoutly refused to carry
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arms, even against the urgent advice
of his brother officers.

“For they will not dare kill me,” he
maintained, “nor—mnow that the three
worst are out of the way—assault me
singly; and I know that if I was armed
when Monahan struck me I would have
shot him dead. That is a result I do not
wish for. No; all I need is to avoid them
at night.”

This he did, never leaving the pro-
tection of the mate’s pistol in the night
watches. Luckily, perhaps, the weather
was easy and there was no need of his
presence among them in shortening sail.
But in the broad light of day he went
fearlessly to and fro, directing them at
routine work with sneer and insult.

Had Captain Jackson been wiser he
might not have removed from them the
restraining influence of Bigpig Monahan,
their spokesman and leader, even in
company with the pugnacity of Seldom:
and Tosser; for the master-mind now
was Poopdeck Cahill, a man of dignity
and refinement, the last of all to wish
for trouble, but the more vulnerable on
this account to the gibes of Sinful. Poop-
deck kept them in order for a week, then
laid aside the mantle of civilization and
appeared a natural man, but a paleolithic
man—an animal—a raging wild beast.
Sinful was purple in the face when Mr.
Brown arrived with an iron belaying-
pin, and assuredly would have died there
—on his back with Poopdeck kneeling on
his chest — had not the belaying-pin
crashed down and caused a diversion
which relieved the stricture on his wind-
pipe. A vigorous thumping between the
shoulder-blades started his lungs at work,
and he was soon able to snap the irons
on the wrists of the unconscious Poop-
deck and assist in dragging him to the
lazarette.

Here, backed by the presence of the
first mate and his gun, he nursed back
Poopdeck’s senses, and, before following
the mate up the hatch, gravely admon-
ished the manacled four on the evil of
their ways. When the mate had gone for-
ward, however, he peered down and re-
viled them earnestly and bitterly, as
cowards, poltroons, bullies, dogs, and
dock-rats. They replied in kind, but, their
hands being fettered, threw nothing at
him.

Yet, when a man has gone down into
the deep, dark valley .and returned, he
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is apt to feel for some time a more or
less earnest regard for the econditions
which sent him there, and Sinful, though
as intrepid a character as ever went to
sea, could not but have been impressed
by his late experience with the frenzied
Poopdeck. » , :

Though still refusing to arm himself,
he no longer boasted of his immunity
from danger, and even voiced an opposite
view of the case, declaring that he now
feared to go among them, and urging
upon his brother officers—over whom,
from his superior education, tact, and
conversational powers, he was acquiring
a dominating influence—the necessity
of strong, coercive measures in dealing
with such murderous scoundrels. The
brother officers responded—the murder-
cus scoundrels were deprived of their
afternoon watch below, and, though dis-
playing unusual activity and zeal in their
work, were spoken to after the manner
of convict camps and Mississippi steam-
boats.

Sinful himeelf spoke softly to them,
either from his changed attitude or from
the abiding effects of Poopdeck’s clutch
—an irritant sore throat which made loud
language pzinful—until, the captain be-
ing recovered sufficiently to walk about
"the decks and assert a little of a cap-
tain’s dignity, he roused himself to the
duties of his position, and, his throat
being better, out-officered the other two
in abuse. Also, did he make for him-
self—mnot to use upon them, as he ex-
plained to the cautious and law-abiding
captain, but as a symbol of authority—
an instrument of torture from three
short lengths of tarred rope, which, when
finished, was half knout and half cat-o’-
nine-tails. This he carried continually,
flourishing it menacingly as he ap-
proached the men; and when there was
a sudden call to trim sail, and they
rushed to the braces in squads of four
or more, he would fall into their wake
as though chasing them, swishing his
whip eover their heads and repeating
sharply, again and again, the orders of
the mate.

They stood this for a day; then, when
he had pursued Shiner O’Toole and Gen-
eral Lannigan to the forehatch, enjoin-
ing upon them the need of haste in pro-
curing swabs and buckets from under the
top-gallant forecastle, they turned sud-
denly, threw him upon the hatch, and—
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one at his head, the other at his heels—
held him face downward while Mocecas-
sey Gill, a man of muscle and weight, ran
down from the forecastle deck and picked
up the whip. It was not planned—just a
fortunate coming together of time, place,
and men. It was early in the morning;
the rest of the wateh and the mate were
aft, unable to see, and the men who had
captured the pestilent tormentor were the
three of the erew least likely to think of
consequences.

Sinful struggled wvainly but silently,
while Moccassey peered aft on one side of
the forward house, then, erossing the
deck, peered aft on the other. With glis-
tening eyes and a lurid smile, he then re-
turned to the hatch and said:

“Oh, but the good Lord is good to us.
Hold him tight, boys.”

“What you going to do?” snarled the
captive. :

“Whip you, my son—whip you till
you've learned something.” He felt of the
three parts of tarred rope. “Such a nice
whip as he has made; such a regular out-
and-out dog-whip—for the dogs. He's
put buck-shot in the ends. Hold him tight,
the helyon—hold him tight.”

Moccassey rolled up his sleeve, circled
the whip over his head, and brought it
down with a “swish” on the back of Sin-
ful. The little man guivered convulsively,
but gritted his teeth and emitted no

‘sound. Again circled the whip, and again

it swished down on the shrinking form
on the hatch. Sinful closed his eyes, while
his face grew red, the veins on his fore-
head bulged, and his lips parted in an
angry grin., Shiner and General, seated
on the hatch with elevated knees, held 'his
wrists and ankles with viselike grips. As
the whip rose again, one of the watch on
deck came around the corner of the house
carrying a bucket, and at a warning hiss
from Moccassey stepped sideways, out
of sight of those aft, and placed the
bucket on the deck,

“That’s right,” he said,” with an ap-
proving smile, “give it to the whelp.”

“Where’s Gunner Meagher, Turkey?”
asked Moccassey, fingering the whip.
“This exhibition’s free to all residents
of Cleveland.”

“Aft, swabbin’ paint.”

“He’'ll miss it, Calt the rest.”

Turkey Twain stepped into the star-
board forecastle, and in a minute
emerged with Ghost ’Brien, Jump



THE SEA ROGUE

Black, Sorry Welch, and Yampaw Gal-
legher, rubbing their eyes, but willing to
lose sleep to enjoy the spectacle. They
surrounded the group on the hatch, and
Moccassey again whirled the whip aloft
and brought it down. Still the suffering
victim made no sound of complaint; nor
did he until the tenth stroke, given with
all the strength of a strong man warming
up to his work, brought an involuntary,
wheezing groan from him.

“Curse you!” he said, as he writhed
and twisted, and, lifting his head, glared
around at them. “Are you trying to Kkill
me? Are you all here? Get them all.”

“All but Gunner, my son. He’s busy.”

“Here’s Gunner,” whispered one of the
men, and Gunner Meagher and his bucket
appeared among them.

“For God’s sake, boys!” he exclaimed,
“What does this mean?”

“Tutelage and reprisal, Gunner,” an-
swered Moccassey. “Keep your mouth
shut and look on.”

“I will not. This is unchristian.”

“Dry up, Gunner,” said one, in a low,
but menacing tone. “Go below and pray,
if you like.”

Again that terrible whip came down,
and now Sinful responded with an ear-
splitting shriek. It was somewhat dis-
concerting; the men separated and looked
anxiously towards the corners of the
house. Then around the port corner came
something more disconcerting—the first
mate, with a belaying-pin in one hand
and a leveled revolver in the other. Shi-
ner and General released the captive and
scrambled to their feet; but Sinful, with
eyes half closed and mouth half open, 1e-
mained where he was.

“Don’t shoot, Mr. Becker!” shouted
Gunner, while the rest scattered. “He
isn’t dead—merely in a faint. It’s all
over. Don’t—"

UT Mr. Becker did shoot, and Gun-

ner suffered the usual punishment
of peacemakers. The little finger of his
raised hand received the bullet, and the
first joint left it. He looked at it, shook
the blood from it in a shower of drops,
then, white with rage, sprang at the
mate. Mr. Becker had paused to hurl the
belaying-pin at Moccassey, and when
Gunner’s long right arm twined around
his neck he had not recocked the re-
volver, and was now prevented by Gun-

435

ner’s obstructing left thumb, which, with
the other fingers, gripped the weapon.

Once more a furious struggle for the
possession of a pistol waged on that
forward deck, but this time promising
different results. Gunner, though lithe
and active, was no match for the heavier
mate, and could only hamper him in the
use of his pistol, while his strength
lasted; but, on the other hand, those
eight men were more than half commit-
ted to mutiny, and had little to lose by
further action. They acted. Sorry Welch
picked up the belaying-pin that had im-
pacted on Moccassey’s chest, and with a
wild war-cry—inherited, no doubt, from
his Celtic ancestry—followed by “The
jig’s up, boys; let’s take the ship again,”
joined the fray. Moccassey came on with
the whip, the rest secured belaying-pins
from the rail, and Mr. Becker became a
storm-center.

The first blow on the mate’s head
loosened his clutch on the pistol, and
Gunner secured it. Then, while the rain
of blows continued, and the mate, weak-
ly shielding his head and face with his
arms, led them slowly along the deck
as a hornet victim leads the swarm,
Gunner ran aft with the pistol and met
the newly wakened captain and second
mate at the forward cabin-door. Each

carried a bright revolver, but neither

used it at present. Gunner, the trans-
formed, had covered them with his own.

“Put them down on the deck, men of
Belial,” he yelled, while his white face
worked convulsively, and the blood
dripped from his pistol-hand. “Put them
down, or you will enter the presence of
your God. Steward, come out of that.”

There was sudden death in Gunner’s
maniac face, and they promptly obeyed
him, the frightened steward, who, after
rousing them, had hovered behind the
passage, elevating both hands in token
of amity as he hastened out on deck. Gun-
ner backed around against the cabin; so
that he could look forward. The storm
of battle had reached the waist of the
ship, and the mate was prone upon his
face, the center of an angry group of
kicking, striking men, over whose heads
rose an occasional belaying-pin and the
steady, regular whirl of Moccassey’s
whip. The mate’s groans couid not be
heard for their cursings and the swish-
ing sound of that terrific whip; but over
the hubbub, high and clear, rang Gun-
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‘- ner’s voice, “Come aft here and pick up
these guns.”

Meccassey Gill and a few others left
the crewd and came on a run, but they
did not pick up the guns. A pistol spoke
from forward, and Gunner dropped the
weapon in his hand and leaned heavily
against the cabin, holding his dangling
right arm with his left hand. Captain
Jackson and Mr. Brown recovered their
pistels and the one dropped by Gunner;
but before there was time to bring them
te bear upon the advancing men, another
report came from forward, and Moccas-
sey received a bullet. He fell to the deck;
those with him halted, and those amid-
ships ceased attentions to the mate and
scattered to the right and left, seeking
cover. At the corner of the forward
heouse, leaning against a water-cask, was
Sinful Peck, with a business look on his
face, and two revolvers in his hands,
both held at a’level with his eyes.

“Surrender!” he shouted. “Surrender
—give it up, or I'll drop you all, one by
ene,”

“Up with your hands, you scoundrels,”
said the captain, advancing with his sec-
ond mate. “Don’t run—come aft here,
every one of you. Muster at the mizzen
hateh with your hands up.”

They came—red in their faces and
breathing deeply from their recent ex-
ertions, but meekly—with hands raised.

“The mate shot Gunner, capt’n,” be-
gan one, in expostulation.

“And Mr. Peck shot him again. That
ig well. You are fools; you will spend
your time at Shanghai in jail, and you
will finish this voyage, instead of getting
your discharge. Mr. Peck, get the irons.”

Sinful was eoming, and after him erept
Mr. Becker—a wreck of a man—who
reached the hatch, where he sat down.

Sinful entered the cabin and returned
with the jangling manacles, which, as
each man lowered his hands in turn, he
snapped on -their wrists. But his face
was still sober and business-like, and his
tongue quiet until, having ironed  the
seven standing men, he turned to the
prostrate Meccassey, lying in his blood.

“Where are you hit?” he agked, in the
tone of a physiecian.

“In the leg, damn you,” groaned Moc-
cassey.

“Serve you right for being a fool. Did
you think you hurt me, with a quilted
lining to my shirt?”
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He ironed him, and then turned to
Gunner, who had sunk to the deck.

“Pm sorry, Gunner,” he said, gently,
“for you were the one man te express
sympathy fer me. But I am an officer
here, and you were a mutineer. Where is
it—in the arm? We¢'ll pull you threugh,
old man. Just remember that you're a
Christian, and I'm a sinner. Dan't hold
this against me, Gunner.”

“Not as I hope to be forgiven myself,”
groaned the remorseful Gunner.

Sinful ironed him and stoed up. Then

the seven were led to the lazarette, and
the two wounded men carried there, while
the suffering first mate went to his room
and his bed. The captain entered their
offenses in the official log according to
law, and Sinful, as an officer, signed his
name, and on retailing the events of the
morning to the captain, was highly eom-
plimented on his courage and marksman-
ship.
_ But the second mate was meore curious,
or, perhaps, had less on his mind than
a captain whese crew is reduced to one-
half at sea. He mildly joked Sinful on
his unwillingness to shoot a fellowman.

“Where did you get the pistels, all
of a sudden ?”’ he asked.

“Had them on me all the time,” an-
swered the little man, smiling sweetly.
“Had them for just such an emergeney.”

“But why didn’t you use 'em when they
hammered you?”

“If I had, they would have stopped
hammering.” :

“But why—"

“If they had stopped hammering me,
they would not have gone in irens. They
would have got their pay and left me at
Shanghai. I would be lonesome without
them on this long voyage. I am making
this veyage for my health, you know, and
I want my old-time friends arocund me.
Yes, they are dogs and dock-rats, and all
kinds of evil things, but I love ’em.”

CHAPTER XVI
“Mr. Peck, You Are Too Big”

» HE lazarette on board ship is the

space within the poop or quarter

deck, and is usually entered by a
small hatech on the starboard side abaft
the cabin trunk, which latter is built up
from the main deck and extends above it
to give recom for windows and companion-
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ways. The alleys at each side of the
house, and the open part abaft contain-
ing the wheel and binnacle, are paral-
leled below, and the forward ends of the
lazarette alleys, or “wings,” can be en-
tered by two ports under the poop-steps,
closed and caulked at sea, and secured
from within by ring-bolts and bars. In
the median lines of the alleys arise in the
after part, abreast of the wheel, the
quarter bitts—strong posts for mooring
the ship—which are also built up from
the main-deck and extend above it.

The lazarette is a handy place to stow
coils of rope, spun-yarn and marline,
bolts of canvas, bales of oakum, and sim-
ilar stores in the mate’s department. It
is also a good place to stow unruly sail-
ors, and in this regard has but one draw-
back—its closeness to the cabin, through
the thin walls of which may filter profan-
ity and disrespectful opinions of the cap-
tain and officers. And when there are as
many as thirteen unruly sailors confined
in the lazarette—thirteen aggressive,
reckless, self-respecting Americans re-
duced to the happiness of desperation, the
noise they can make, the language they
can use, and the songs they can sing at
unseemly hours of night, give this draw-
back the importance of a positive men-
ace to health.

Captain Jackson had not slept for
forty-eight hours following the incar-
ceration of the mutineers, and his conse-
quent irritability was not decreased by
the cheerfulness of his third mate, who,
sleeping in the port-forward corner of
the cabin with the first mate, had, with
selfish sagacity when given the work,
stretched the heavy chain to which the
prisoners were manacled along the star-
board alley from the quarter bitt to the
ring-bolt in the port.

To this chain he had moored the un-
ruly thirteen when conquered and docile;
but now, rested and mutually encour-
aged, with the certainty of jail in Shang-
hai ahead of them, and nothing to be
lost by further violence, they assumed
an attitude which made their shifting
over to the other side a task at which
Captain Jackson hesitated. It had been
found manifestly impracticable to con-
fine by the hands so many men, who must
eat and drink; so, excepting for one, leg-
irons had been substituted for wrist-
irons, and their arms were left free.
These arms were powerful levers termi-
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nating in vises or hammers, according
to their owners’ intent.

Of the fourteen men from Cleveland
who had sailed from New York in that
ship’s forecastle, Sinful Peck alone had
escaped the physical upbuilding coming
of fresh air, hard work, and simple fare.
Stoop shoulders had straightened, knotty
muscles had grown on frames long bur-
dened with fat, obesity was gone from
them, sunken eyes had filled out and
brightened, many wrinkies had left their
faces, and it even seeemd that there
were less gray hairs in their heads. In
appearance they were twenty years
younger, and in behavior thirty.

But, though Sinful Peck, round as a
ball at the start, had lost flesh on the
passage out, and become as slim and
active as in youth, since his promo-
tion at Singapore he had shown surpris-
ing recuperative power, and the plenti-
ful fare of the cabin table and the lesser
demand for active movement had in-
creased his girth to nearly the original
dimengion. There was not an ounce of
fat on the bodies of the whole thirteen.
Sinful seemed all fat; he waddled as he
walked, and when standing leaned far
back to bring his center of gravity over
his feet. Captain Jackson, coming out
from breakfast through the forward cab-
in door, looked with tired eyes at the ro-
tund figure of his third mate as he rolled
about among the men drying the deck
amidships, and called to him.

“Mr. Peck,” he said, with a little as-
perity, “you are getting too big. You eat
too much and sleep too well. Better. trade
rooms with me; then I'll have some sleep
and you'll reduce a little. What’ll you do,
with all that fat, when your thirteen
friends catch you ashore?”

“They won’t dare lay hands on me at
home, sir,” answered Sinful, soberly. “I
stand too high in Cleveland, and can jail
them all under the habitual-criminal law
if they make a move—all but Seldom Hel-
ward. He has some money.”

“The one you made your bet with?
But, if they’re such a tough lot at home,
how was it that they came down to see
you off—you, a lawyer and a physician—
an educated man?”

“Oh,” answered Sinful, airily, “I
waived all that. We were sailors and ship-
mates in the old days, and it was a sort
of reunion arranged by Seldom. He gath-
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ered up the riffi-raff and paid their way
to New York to have a laugh at me.”

“And you arranged with the crimp
to shanghai the lot;”” said the captain,
with a smile, “Well, it’s rather funny,
and you seem to have engineered me into
it, too. I'm fairly committed-to jail them
and take them to sea again. I can’t weak-
en and let "em go now.”

“Don’t think of it, sir,” answered Sin-
ful, earnestly. “They’re good sailor-men
if properly kept down, and hard to re-
place.”

“Did you search them well? Sure they
have no files or implements to break loose
with?”

“Sure, sir. There isn’t a toothpick
among them, and the irons are of hard-
ened steel, too hard to file. I've tested
that.”

“How are the cripples getting on?”

“PFairly well, sir. Gunner Meagher and
Moccassey Gill are the ones I shot, you
know, and the bullets passed through.
Poopdeck Cahill’s broken head is mend-
ing, but he isn’t quite sane yet. We have
him fast by the wrists close to the quar-
ter bitt, and the other two moored next to
him on the chain, where I can ’tend them
witheut getting in reach of the others.”

“Look out for that. They could choke
you to death. Have your gun handy when
you go down, and sing out if they make
any breaks.” :

“I’m not afraid of them, sir,” said Sin-
ful, smiling confidently; “and, capt’n,” he
added, “in regard to my overweight, why,
if you object to it I can take it down.
It’s all a matter of fasting. I’ve fasted
two weeks, many a time, and can do it
again,”

“No, no; not at all. I was only joking.”

“Thank you, sir. Then T'll go to break-
fast as usual. But I’ll take a look at my
patients first.”

The two climbed the poop-steps and
walked aft, the captain, his dignity for-
bidding any interest in the occupants of
the lazarette, halting at the binnacle,
while Sinful passed on to the hatch and
descended. Mr. Becker, the first mate,
ioined the captain a moment later, and
volunteered some remarks on the state
of the weather and the incompetency of
the non-mutinous portion of the crew,
which were not answered. The captain
was listening to Sinful’s cheery voice
arising from below.
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“Well, Gunner, old man,” it said, “and
how’s the arm? Pretty sore yet? You'll
be all right soon, but keep away from bul-
lets and bad company. You’ve worn out
the seat o’ your pants—backsliding so
much. And, Moccassey, you're all right.
You're born to be hanged—couldn’t kill
you with an ax. Here, Poopdeck, that’s
a bad position to get into with congested
brain—heels up in the air. Straighten
out, man. Want more slack ? Get your feet
down and keep your head up. Here, take
this oakum for a pil—"

The rest was a gasp followed by a
shriek. :

APTAIN JACKSON and the mate

sprang to the hatch and looked
down. Sinful was not in sight, "though
choked expostulations in his veice could
be heard faintly from the darkness for-
ward in the alley. Almost directly be-
neath, flat on his back with his manacled
wrists uplifted to the chain, and his
knees drawn over his stomach, was the
demented Poopdeck Cahill, his counte-
nance twisting with the emotions of a
disordered brain. Next to him, sprawled
athwartships and fastened to the e¢hain
by the ankles, were the two wounded
men; farther on was the indefinite fig-
ure of another; beyond this was dark-
ness, and from far along in this dark-
ness came the sound of Sinful’s gasping
voice.

“Myr. Peck,” called the captain, lower-
ing his head beneath the combing,
“what’s happened? Where are you?”

“He’s here,” answered 2 determined
voice from the alley. “We’ve got him,
and we’ve got his gun. I've got a bead
on your head”’-—the captain gquickly
raised up. “That’s right, stay up there,”
went on the voice. “We can talk just as
well. D’ye want to make terms ?”

“What terms?” asked the captain, af-
ter a moment’s anxious thought. “Who is
the man that’s talking?”

“Me—Bigpig Monahan, damn you.”

“And I’'m talking, too,” came another
harsh voice, which the captain knew as
Seldom Helward’s. “We've got your pet,
and we’ll keep him till you let us out o’
this. Pass that spun-yarn this way, Moe-
cassey.”

Moccassey Gill wearily raised himself
and pushed a coil of spun-yarn to the
next man; it disappeared in the dark-
ness.
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“Make him fast, hand and foot, Big-
pig,” said Seldom. “And now, capt’n,” he
called, “here he stays till you unlock us
—hold on, wait. Search -him, Bigpig.
Maybe he has the keys in his pocket. He
locked us.”

“Search all you like,” came Sinful’s
angry voice, “They’re in my room.”

“Are you hurt, Mr. Peck?” called the
captain. “How did this happen?”’

“No, sir. Not hurt yet, and they don’t
dare hurt me. 0-o0-0-ow-ow.”

“What are you doing to Mr. Peck down
there?” asked the captain, sternly,

“Pinching him, capt’n,” said Bigpig.
“He’s fat, and good to pinch. Go get the
keys, and I won’t pinch. If you want to
know what happened, why, Poopdeck
kicked him over three of us and the
fourth got him. Isn’t that so, Sinful, my
son?”

Another howl from Sinful told of more
pinching.

“No keys on him, Seldom,” said Bigpig.
“He’s told the truth for once.”

“Let up on this, curse you all,”” said
Sinful. “What do you gain by torturing
me? I haven’t got the keys.”

“Perhaps not, Sinful; but you’re good
to pinch. It’s a real pleasure. Reach over
here, Tosser, and take a bite. Shiner,
can you get at his leg? Oh, he’s so good!”

Captain Jackson could hear a scram-
bling and shuffling from the dark, and the
chain visibly tautened, indicating that
more than those named were reaching for
Sinful. His howls of agony soon attested
their success. Men that pull ropes for a
living may pinch hard.

Captain Jackson looked his first mate
squarely in the eyes.

“What do you think of this, Mr. Beck-
er?” he said.

“I think, sir,” answered the mate, a
vicious expression coming to his hairy
face, “that there’s but one thing to do.
Get Mr. Brown, and the three of us jump
down together with shot-guns.”

“One of us would be shot surely. They
have Mr. Peck’s pistol. But that would
not deter me if my ship were in danger—
or his life. But they will do no more than
misuse him. Can you shoot men in
irong ?”

“If need be. Why not, sir? You needn’t
take a hand. I'll do it.”

“You will not,” said the captain, an-
grily. “Go down and get the keys. I don’t
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know what to do. I want to think. Get
Mr. Brown up here,”

The mate departed, returning a few
minutes later with the news that the keys
were not in sight, and followed by Mr.
Brown, the second mate, whose working
jaws indicated his interrupted breakfast.
He was told the situation, but, like the
captain, did not approve of Mr. Becker’s
suggestion.

“Mr. Peck,” called the captain down
the hatch, “where did you leave the
keys ?” :

“On the nail over my desk, sir,” an-
swered Sinful. “But keep ’em there,
capt’n. Keep these brutes locked up. They
can’t kill me—they don’t.dare—"

“Change your tune, my son,” came
Bigpig’s voice, and Sinful’s rose in a

scream of pain.

“Now, little man, just ask your dear
friend, the capt’n, to get the keys and let
us out. Ask him nice—say please. Say,
please, capt’n, go get the keys.”

“I’ll see you in hell first,” stuttered
Sinful. Then he broke forth into inco-
herent profanity, punctuated by yells;
this subsided into a quavering moan at
last, and finally, in response to Bigpig’s
repeated injunction to “say please,” he
called out, brokenly: “Oh, my God!
capt’n, I can’t bear it.”

“Say please, my son,” said the pitiless
Bigpig.

“Please, capt’n,” groaned the con-
quered Sinful. “Please get the keys.”

Captain Jackson straightened up, with
kindling eyes, and said to his first and
second mates: “Go, both of you, and find
those keys. Ask the steward.” Then, down
the hatch, “Men, I have sent for the
keys.”

“That’s right, capt’'n. You’ll unlock us
all, and promise to give us our discharge
at Shanghai, so we can get home to busi-
ness. Now, while you’re waiting, and be-
fore you unlock us, just listen. Your pet
is in a truthful mood today, and he
wants to tell you something. Sinful, my
son, you’ve admitted doping us all at a
wine supper in New York, and shipping
us aboard with you, but you’ve neglected
to warn Captain Jackson of what may
happen to him at home. What’s my busi-
ness in Cleveland ?”

“You’re a dock-rat—0-0-0 God! O-0-0
my God! my God!” . :

“What’s my business in Cleveland ?”
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“Don’t, in the name of Heaven! Stop—
yes—a steamer capt’n.”

“Correct, Sinful. What else?”

“Managing owner.”

“What’s my rating at Dun’s?”

“I don’t know.”

“You knew when you sued me for fifty
thousand five years ago. What was it
then?”

“Half a million.”

“What’s Seldom’s occupation at
home ?”

“I’'m not his biographer.”

“Yes, you are, and a maker of history.
What'’s Seldom at home?”

“The same scoundrel he is here. Oh,
don’t, do-o-on’t—yes, he’s a skipper,
too.”

“Got as much money as I have, or
more?”’

“More.”

“What’s Gunnexr Meagher, the man you
shot down ?”

“A minister of the Gospel.”

“More shame to you. What’s Poopdeck
Cahill ?”

“An author.”

“Shiner O’Toole, Ghost O’Brien, and
Sorry Welch, What are they?”

“Liars and thieves.”

“You mean business men, don’t you,
Sinful 7’

“Yes, business men.”

“Got money, haven’t they?”

“Yes, other people’s money. Take your
hands off me and I'll give you all away.”

“Listening up there, capt’'n?” called
Bigpig. “Taking this in?”

“I’m listening,” answered the ecaptain.
“But what’s this to me?”

“A little, if you’re wige. Sinful, my son,
tell the skipper what the firm of Weleh,
O’Toole & O’Brien can do in the way of
raising ready money. How big a check
could they sign on a pinch?”

“QOh, a million, I suppose.”

“Two millions, maybe. Who is Yam-
paw Gallegher when he’s dressed up?”

“Colonel in the army.”

“Influential at Washington?”

“I suppose so.”

“Turkey Twain. What’s Turkey at his
best ?”?

“A discredited politician.”

‘“Wrong, Sinful. He was our mayor for
two terms, and we’ll send him te Con-
gress yet, What are General Lannigan
and Moccassey Gill on the Lakes?”’

“Vessel brokers and owners.”
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“Own a big fleet?” he was asked.

“Yes, big. The Irish get on well in this
country.” _

“Jump Black. What’s Jump, besides an
able seaman 7"

“Newspaper man.”

“You mean managing editor,
you?”

“I suppose so0.”

“Don’t suppose. Give facts. Managmg
editor of what?”

“The Cleveland——"

“Big, powerful daily paper, eh? What
else is Moccassey Gill?”

“An all-round sharper.”

“You mean a syndicate promoter, don’t
you?”’

“Yes.”

“Tosser Galvin. Who’s he?”

“Another sharper.”

“You are becoming too flippant in your
answers, ' Sinful.” The how! of agony
again began, rose to a scream, and
sank to a moan. “Who did you say Tos-
ser was at home?”

“QOh, Lord God! Monahan, don’t kill me
by inches. Let go.”

“Who’s Tosser, and what?”’

“A banker, and a broker, and a pro-
moter, too. Yes, and a vessel owner—and
a tug owner—"

“That’s enough. Who’s his best friend
in Cleveland? Needn’t name him—the
skipper wouldn’t know him. What'’s his
political position?”

“Chairman of the National Republican
Committee.”

“Strong man at Washington, eh, Sin-
ful? Now, Capt’n Jackson,” called Big-
pig, “if you still think there are any
thugs and dock-rats in this crowd, you
are welcome to your opinion; but it’ll
cost you something.”

“T have no opinion,” answered the cap-
tain. “I only know that at Singapore you
signed articles as sailors, that I have
punished you for insubordination, and
that, in holding Mr. Peck under restraint,
you are still insubordinate, and ame-
nable to further punishment.”

“What more can you do?”’ came Sel-
dom’s rasping voice. “You’ve reached the
limit, and the next thing must be to kill
us. The first man o’ you to come down
that hatch on that errand ’ll be shot
'fore he ean move. We've got six bullets
here.”

“That’s right,” yelled others. “We’ll
hang for old sheep. You’ve played your

don’t
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last card, skipper. No more thunder left.”
“As I told you,” said the captain, “I
have sent for the keys; but you are not
yet released. Be careful how you
threaten.”
“Oh, go to the devil,” said Bigpig.

“We'd as soon stay here; but we’ll keep
this little, fat shyster with us for amuse-

ment.”

“That is, you’ll torture him.”

“We’ll amuse ourselves.”

Another protesting cry
voice came up the hatch.

“Mr. Peck,” called the captain, “how
are you cituated? Can you stand it where
you are?”

“They’ve tied me hand and foot,
capt’n,” wailed Sinful, “and made me
fast to the ring-bolt in the port. Four o’
them have their hooks into me now. I
could stand it if they let me alone, sir.”

in Sinful’s

CHAPTER XVII
Peck STARVES

CAPTAIN JACKSON’S face was
troubled as he straightened erect.
And the news brought by the two
mates and the steward, who now ap-
peared before him, did nothing to clear
away the trouble. The keys could not be
found. Another call to Sinful brought no
light on their whereabouts. He had been
careful to hang the keys in a safe place,
he said, in view of this very exigency.

The captain headed another search, of
the whole forward part of the cabin, of
the booby-hatch, boatswain’s-locker, and
the deck itself. The men forward were
questioned, but none had seen the keys,
and, summoning the carpenter, with files
and steel saws, they marched aft to the
poop.

“As a matter of fact,” explained the
captain to Mr. Becker on the way, “I
would welcome any reasonable excuse to
release these men and get them to work.
There’s weather coming, as you can see—
perhaps 2 typhoon. And what can we do
with half the crew in irons and the other
- half incompetent? And then, too, Mr.
Peck once saved my life, and I can’t con-
demn him to such punishment.”

Which may, or may not, have been the
real reagon of Captain Jackson’s com-
plaisance., But the pedigree of his pris-
oners given by Sinful was extremely im-
probable, to say the least.
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Chips tried a few strokes of file and
saw on the leg-irons of Moccassey Gill,
and gave up the task.

“No use, sir. They’re hardened jus’
so they can’t be filed. Wrist-irons are
softer. Will I file off them, sir?’” he asked,
pointing at Poopdeck’s manacles.

But Poopdeck’s distorted face and in-
coherent language made this inadvisable
at present. It would not avail. Neither
would it avail to release both ends of the
chain—even though the forward end had
not been secured to the ring-bolt by a
hardened steel ankle-iron—and bring
them on deck in a string. They would
still be prisoners. Yet the captain of-
fered them this. The soft iron chain
could be cut. They received the proposi-
tion with yells of derision.

“But the keys are lost, men,” said the
captain. “I am willing to release you on
your promise of good behavior, and dis-
charge you at Shanghai; for there is a
storm coming up, and I'll need you, Mr.
Peck may be able to find the keys. Let
him out, and my promise is good.”

They were utterly unreasonable. They
gave him the lie; he was up to some
trick; he had broken his promise before;
he had winked at Sinful’s ill-treatment
of them, which had resulted in their mu-
tiny and incarceration; he was neither
man nor gentleman; on the contrary, he
was several other evil things that can-
not be named here.

And over the hubbub Sinful’s shrieks
of pain arose high and shrill. They were
amusing themselves,

Neither Mr. Becker nor Mr. Brown had
heard Sinful’s enforeed description of his
fellow-voyagers, and the little man had
not saved their lives, or in any other way
put them under obligations; so they
naturally could not approve of the cap-
tain’s hegitation and leniency. Mr. Becker
again suggested the shot-gun policy, and
Mr. Brown advised smoking them into
subjection. Both propositions were im-
patiently overruled. It was the listening
steward who solved the problem. When
the captain had despairingly turned away
from them, he asked, gently:

“Shall I feed ’em the same grub, sir?”?

Captain Jackson sprang to the hatch,
a new light in his eyes.

“Mr. Peck!” he called. “How long did
you say you could go without eating, to
reduce flesh ?”’
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“Two weeks, sir, and longer if neces-
sary.” :

“Very well. Men, you will get neither
food nor drink until you release the third
mate, and I retract my promise to release
you when the keys are found, and to dis-
charge you at Shanghai.”

There was silence for a moment, then
a volley of invective belched up the hatch,

of such voltage that they involuntarily.

shrank back a step or two. Then it
calmed, and they heard Bigpig’s deep
voice grumbling out of the darkness:
“All right; but you’ll hear your baby’s
bugle every hour you starve us, and if it
comes to it, we’ll eat him.”

“He must stand it,” said the captain,
determinedly to the others. “We’ll make
the Yangtse-Kiang in less than two
weeks, and a man-of-war can settle this
matter. It’s better than shooting men in
irons. Now, Mr. Becker,” he added, with
a look at a cloudbank gathering in the
west, “begin with the kites and don’t stop
until you have the ship under storm can-
vas. I shall turn in. Call me when it
blows hard.”

With but twelve half-trained men the
shortening down of this two-thousand-
ton ship was begun none too soon. It took
the whole day, and through it all the cap-
tain slept—soundly because of his utter
exhaustion, and in Sinful’s bunk, to es-
cape the pandemonium in the starboard
alley.

But it was his last sleep in bed until,
nearly three weeks later, a Yangtse-
Kiang pilot boarded the ship off the Sad-
dle TIslands, and took charge. By good
seamanship and forethought, even with
his reduced crew, he had weathered the
gale—which, before it ended, blew his
ship nearly to the coast of Japan—but
early in the first night he lost his first
and second mates.

There had been urgent need of a reef-
earing to smother and lash down a por-
tion of the maintopmast staysail that
was blowing out of the netting, and the
unthinking second mate had sprung down
into the lazarette, where they were kept.
He did not come up, and Mr. Becker, who
had seen him descend, and who lacked
snothing of physical courage, sang out to
the captain his suspicions, and followed
Mpr. Brown with drawn revolver. Neither
did he come up.

The captain, who had not understood
his words over the noise of the gale, but
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who heard a pistol-shot as he hastened
aft, listened at the break of the hatch to
the explanations roared at him by Tosser
Galvin, next man on the chain to the
wounded Gunner and Mocecassey. They
had caught the second mate and disarmed
him. They were then prepared for fur-
ther action, and on the appearance of the
first mate with his gun had shot him in
the leg, secured him and his pistol as he
fell, and lashed him, with Mr, Brown, to
the chain forward next to Sinful. They
would all starve together until Captain
Jackson chose to release them. And he
was cordially invited to come down the
hatch and join them.

Nothing could be done but to send
down bandages for Mr. Becker’s wound,
which they humanely passed along.

VERY fifth day, however, Captain

Jackson yielded to the extent of
lowering to them a bucket of water and
a biscuit for each man, hoping that his
officers would get their share, and that
the taste of food in the mouths of the
others would induce them to liberate
their captives. Neither result was at-
tained. They ate the food, drank the
water, cursed him furiously, and demand-
ed the keys, strangely enough denying
the truth of the assertion that the keys
were lost, and believing that of Sinful
that he had left them in his room. It was
only when an armed boat’s crew from
an American cruiser at Shanghai had
sprung into the lazarette that their judg-
ment was shaken.

There was no further excuse for re-
gsistance, and they quietly relinquished
their three weapons to the jackies, and
permitted them to cut the bonds of the
captives. Mr. Becker and Mr. Brown were
lifted up the hatch—Iliving skeletons, sub-
jeets for hospital treatment. Sinful fel-
lowed, and, though slow in his move-
ments, with less need of assistance. His
fat was gone, hig eyes were bright and
full, his skin, where not disfigured by a
black or blue spot, or hidden by the dirt
of the deck, was pink, smooth, and
healthy. It was easily inspected, for most
of his clothing was torn from him. He
sat upon the deck, smiling benignly, and
tossed a bunch of keys down to the en-
sign in charge of the boat’s crew.

“They’ll unlock the rest, sir,” he ex-
plained.

Captain Jackson studied him in speech-
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less wonder as the human wrecks were
assisted up the hateh and laid out—
harmless now—en the deck.

Fasting had been good for Sinful, for
the two wounded men, and for the crazed
Peopdeck, in reducing surplus fat on the
first, and aiding the recovery of the
others; but it had nearly been fatal to
Mr. Becker, Mr. Brown, and the rest,
who, with no reserve store to draw upon,
were barely alive,

“Peck,” said the captain, “in the name
of God, what manner of man are you,
anyway ?”

“Why, I fed on my fat, capt’n,” he an-
swered, with an innocent look upward.

“But the keys, man. Where did you
find them?”

“Capt’n, if I had told you where the
keys were, you’d have let these plug-
uglies out; wouldn’t you, sir?”

“Plug-uglies? Then—are they not—"

“Rich men? Business men? Able to
make trouble? No, sir. They’re just what
I always told you—rowdies and toughs.
Every reply in my catechism was whis-
pered into my ear while they had their
fingers and thumbs buried in my flesh.
It was like so many dogs, biting hard. I
couldn’'t stand it. But—you’d have let
’em out if you had the keys, wouldn’t you,
captm?” -

“Y-y-yes—think I would.”

“I knew you would—and have kept
your promise and discharged ’em here,
and they would have had the laugh on
you. Now, you can jail the scoundrels.”

“And that’s just what I'll do,” an-
swered the captain, bitterly, as he looked
at his two officers tearing at some bread
which the steward had brought. “But the
keys? Where were they?”

“In my pocket when I went down, sir.
I was at fault; so, before they tied me,
and at their first mention of making
terms, I took ’em quietly out and laid
them on the deek, close to the cabin
trunk. They've been there since, and I
picked ’em up on the way out.”

CHAPTER XVIII
Tae SMELLvor Toracco

T may be predicated of a man fool-
I ish enough to make a fool bet,
hardy enough to pay it, skillful
enough to make his opponent and twelve
interested friends pay it with him, and
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wicked enough to engineer the whole
party into mutinous conduct and conse-
quent incarceration in a Chinese jail, that
he could be heartless enough to gloat over
their suffering. And Sinful Peck justified
such predication.

When Captain Jackson returned from
the trial and informed the small third
mate that the consulate jail was a
much more roomy and comfortable place
than the forecastle, Sinful lightly replied
that it was not in accordance with the
eternal fitness of things for such scoun-
drels to be comfortable, and formally ap-
plied for the address of the best Ameri-
can tailor in Shanghai, money with which
to pay for clothing, and shore-leave on
which to wear the clothing whenever the
ship could dispense with his service for
a whole day.

Captain Jackson obliged him with all
three; Sinful was measured on board;
the tailor took ashore with him instruc-
tions for the procuring of all articles of
apparel outside his own line that a well-
dressed American citizen might need;
and when the invalided first and second
mates were able to resume work the
goods had been delivered. He dressed
himself after breakfast of the following
day and stepped out on deck. They hard-
ly recognized him.

His small figure—trim and symmetri-
cal after his fast—was clad in immacu-
late creased trousers, colored waistcoat,
and frock-coat of the finest material and
latest cut and fit. He wore a standing
collar and puff tie, with a tasteful pearl
pin. Small gold links peeped out from
under his coat-sleeves; suede gloves
matching his tie covered his hands, pat-
ent leathers his feet, a shiny silk hat
his head; and over all he wore the rag-
lan-cut overcoat which, on far-away
Fifth Avenue, was that winter adorning
fashionable clubdom, while, to complete
the transformation, he balanced in one
hand a horn-headed cane, and gripped
between his teeth a fat perfecto, which
he puffed gently, as became a gentleman.

Captain Jackson was so impressed that
he personally escorted him to the gang-
way, and enjoined upon Ningpo Sam, the
boatman he had engaged for his own
transportation back and forth, to take
him ashore, and to “stand by” to take
him aboard in the evening. Sinful gra-
ciously thanked his superior, stepped
down to the sampan, and Ningpo — a
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giant, for a Chinaman—sculled him to the
nearest landing. Perhaps in all Ningpo’s
experience he had not seen so gorgeously
arrayed a Yankee mate; for he had looked
down on him with keen interest while
working his crooked oar on its spike
head, and, on receiving a4 generous tip
at the wharf steps, asked, with Chinese
mildness, “What manner fashion this?
No cappen, no mate, no sailol man. Own
ship? Big Melican ship all you?”

“All mine,” responded Sinful. “You
are right, my long-tailed friend. I own
the ship and every man aboard. I am
come ashore to look after some of my
property landed last week. Be here ready
for me at eleven o’clock tonight. Under-
stand ?”

Ningpo did, and the property owner
engaged a rickshaw-—a light but strong
two-wheeled vehicle with a Chinaman for
a horse—seated in which, and smoking
cigar after cigar, he put in most of the
" day at the arduous task of sight-seeing.
But, though his proud and confident horse
crowded all other rickshaws from his
path, and was allowed the right of way
by a great many larger, more pretentious
vehicles, Sinful displayed no interest in
the stir he was creating; his heart was
elsewhere, and after perfunctorily view-
ing the sights of the American, English,
and French quarters, and seeing and
smelling the abominations of Chinatown
—=Shanghai proper—he drove back to the
American consulate and asked leave to
visit the prisoners,

So suave, polished, and prosperous-ap-
pearing a gentleman could be refused
nothing; an obliging official furnished
him a permit, and the information that,
as the consulate jail was being repaired,
the prisoners were now confined in a com-
pound near the outskirts of the American
Concession. As he was tired of riding,
Sinful dismissed his horse, and, procur-
ing a bunch of flowers for his button-
hole from a nearby hot-house, walked to
the compound, arriving about half-past
four, when the afternoon was beginning
to darken.

The compound was a square, gateless
inclosure, with walls about twelve feet
high and fifty from corner to corner, and
surrounding on its far side a small stone
house, whose door was the only entrance
to the interior. Before this door a sol-
dier in the uniform of the American le-

\

HIGH-SEAS ADVENTURES

gation guard paced up and down with
shouldered rifle, which he grounded as
Sinful approached and presented his pass.

“Certainly, sir,” said the soldier, when
he had examined it. “Come right in and
go through. They’re all in the com-
pound.”

“Are they ironed, manacled, lashed
down, or otherwise restricted in their
movements ?”’ asked Sinful.

“Why, no!” answered the soldier, in
surprise. “They can’t climb the wall, and
the inner door is locked. So they’re loose
—with the dogs.”

“Dogs ?” queried Sinful.

“This is the dog-pound, the only place
to put them while the jail is being fixed.
Come in.”

“Not at all. I have no desire to play
Daniel in the lions’ den, and I always
had a wholesome fear of dogs—two leg-
ged, or four. Can you get me a ladder?
I only wish to speak with them, and the
top of the wall is a good safe place. You
see, I am third mate of their ship.”

“Oh, yes—I guess., Well, there’s no
danger of your giving them guns, or
tools, I suppose.”

“Not as I value my life. I want the
top of the wall for the same reason; but
I might want to toss them a cigar or two,
Have one yourself.”

- The soldier took the proffered perfecto,
called within, and, when a Chinaman ap-
peared, said to him: “Cook, get the step-
ladder and put it up outside. Savvy? Out-
side for the gentleman to climb up. Sav-

9

“By the way,” said Sinful, when the
cook had brought out the steps, “as what
I wish to say is something of a private,
personal nature, you will not object, I
hope, to his placing the ladder down the
wall a short distance, out of ear-shot?”

“Well—no,” answered the man, a little
doubtfully, however, “Your pass permits
you to go among them. Talk to them any-
where you like. I can’t leave the door, and
the cook’s busy.”

So the ladder was placed on the street
gide of the compound, and as the next
house stood in the middle of a large,
hedge-bordered lawn, while on the other
side was an extensive paddy field, Sinful
was fairly secure against embarrassing
listeners. He climbed the ladder, stood
up on the top of the wall, and looked
down.
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HERE were the thirteen men he had

shanghaied, some hatless, some coat-
legs, all emaciated, gloomy, and desper-
ate of face, and all pacing up and down
to keep warm. Secattered around the in-
closure were over two dozen dogs of all
breeds and sizes, and, at sight of Sinful,
these immediately set up a furious
chorus of barking, over which no man’s
voice could be heard, until it was sub-
dued to an occasional yap, by the boots
of the biggest men. Sinful smiled down
sweetly.

“Quite an assembly,” he drawled; “a
family gathering—a reunion, I should
suppose. But who are the guests and who
are the hosts?”

“Qh, yvou've called us dogs often
encugh, Sinful,” answered the mild-
spoken Gunner, “and perhaps we are,
from your present standpoint; but is that
a reason why you should torment us with

the sight of tobacco smeke? Do you real-

ize that we have been deprived of tobac-
co for nearly a month?”

No one but a sailor can appreciate the
pathos in Gunner’s plaint; but Sinful
Peck was immune. Still smiling, he took
from an inner pocket a bunch of cigars
and counted them. There were eight. He
put them back, and from another pocket
drew forth six more; and as he counted
these they fidgeted visibly and looked up
bungrily.

“Just enough to go around,” he said,
“and one for myself.” Then, as their
faces brightened, he pocketed the second
buneh, and added: “But it would not be
advisable, I think, to waste good cigars
upon men aceustomed to snipes.”

.Unable to conceal their chagrin and
humiliation, they turned away, and a
few dogs received hard kicks. But Sinful
called to them, and they locked back.

“You fellows seem to think,” he said,
sharply, “that you’re badly treated. Do
yvou know what the law says about your
case? Step here and listen, you evil-
minded lobsters.”” They stepped closer,
secowling vieiously. Sinful drew a pam-
phlet from his poeket.

“Article five,” he said, “of the amend-
ments to seetion forty-five hundred and
ninety-six of the Revised Statutes, has
this to say.” Then he read:

“‘For centinued willful disobedience
to lawful command or continued willful
negleet of duty at sea, by being, at the
option of the master, placed in irons, on
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bread and water, with full rations every
fifth day, until such disobedience shall
cease, and upon arrival in port, if of the
United States, by forfeiture for every
twenty-four hours’ continuance of such
disobedience or neglect, of either a sum
of not more than twelve days’ pay or suf-
ficient to defray any expenses which have
been properly incurred in hiring a sub-
stitute, or upon arrival in a foreign port,
in addition to the above penalty’—listen,
now, you ingrates—‘by imprisonment for
not more than three months, at the dis-
cretion of the court.””

“What’s that got to do with us?”’
growled Bigpig Monahan. “We’ll change
all that when we get back.”

“But as you haven't changed the law
up to date you are amenable to it, and
ought to be thankful that you haven't re-
ceived the full penalty. Listen to this:
‘For assaulting any master or mate, in
whatever trade engaged, by imprison-
ment for not more than two years.””

“Oh, get to hell out o’ this, you and
your law. What’d you come around here
for, anyhow—rigged out in your glad
rags? Think we want to see you?”

“Only to inform you that Captain
Jackson, from the goodness of his heart,
has not insisted upon the full penalty of
the law, but is willing to take you home
with him when the ship is ready for
sea.”

“Another passage in that hell-ship!”
snarled Seldom Helward, picking up a
beef-bone. “Tell him we prefer jail—and
get down off that wall or I'll knock you
off.” He drew back his arm to throw,
and the dogs, at the sound of these harsh
tones from their fellow-prisoners, re-
sumed their noisy protest at his pres-
ence, and the other men joined in with
more or less articulate profanity. Over
the hubbub Sinful smiled serenely, and
placed the pamphlet back in his inner
pocket. In doing so a cigar was displaced,
which, in falling, went inside the wall.

There was a rush of men and dogs, and
a dog got the treasure; but he immedi-
ately spat it out, shook his head and
rubbed his mouth with his paws, then, on
receiving a violent kick, retired howling,
while two men broke the cigar in halves
in the endeavor to secure it. Sinful ut-
tered a joyous whoop, and pulled out an-
other; then, whistling—as men whistle
to call dogs—he tossed the fragments of
this down to them and drew forth more.
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It was a painful spectacle; but sail-
ors deprived of tobacco have lost half

their manhood, and will submit to ex-.

tremes to secure it. Only three—Bigpig,
Poopdeck, and Seldom—held aloof from
that mad scramble of men and dogs, and
when the last, with hatred and dis-
gust in his face, let fly the beefbone
which migsed—the first two rebuked the
scramblers.

“Shame upon you, boys!” called Poop-
deck, his fine features ablaze with scorn.
“Have you no self-respect left? Are you
willing to be baited like wild beasts in
a cage, while that little devil laughs at
you?”

“Knock him off the wall,” shouted Big-
pig, picking up another bone and hurling
it upward. The eager men wavered,
looked sheepishly at the master spirits,
then up at the little man, now dancing
hilariously along the wall, whistling to
them, calling out canine names, and toss-
ing down fragments of cigars. And when
he finally tossed them the stump from his
mouth, the sight brought them to their
senses, and there was fully as eager a
scramble for beefbones, of which the
compound was full.

But it is notorious that a sailor can-
not throw a stone straight. Not a mis-
sile in that upward shower hit the happy
little man, and even his cane, which had
slipped from his hand and took its place
. in the bombardment, flew wide of its
mark. They raked and scraped, seeking
bones in all the corners, and cleaned up
the yard, but Sinful remained intact and
jubilant. Then Seldom Helward pounced
upon the last bone left, the property of a
vicious bull-terrier, who, through the
whole disturbance, had been growling
over it close to the wall. The dog resent-
ed the spoliation, snarled savagely, and
nipped Seldom in the hand; whereupon
the furious man, first hurling the bone,
grabbed the brute by the hind legs, and,
swinging him around, let him go.

Now, though a sailor may not throw
a stone accurately, he can throw a heav-
ing-line with fairly good aim; he, if a
strong man, can stretch out sixteen fath-
oms of wet ratline stuff and send the
end over the shoulders of a man ready
to catch it; and the reason is that he
uses a round-arm throw instead of the
overhead motion of ball-players. That
misguided terrier was about the weight
of a wet coil of heaving-line, and he went
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straight to the target. He struck Sinful
in the legs, almost upsetting him, and,
gripping the immaculate trousers with
his teeth, held on, growling angrily and
endeavoring to better his grip.

“Hit him with dogs,” yelled- Bigpig;
and he captured a cur and sent him fly-
ing. “Knock him off the wall with dogs.
They’ll ’tend to him outside.”

Immediately there was another
scramble, and dog after dog was run
down, captured, and hurled at the tor-
mentor on the wall. He was not laughing
now, nor was he whistling, nor was he
very happy; he was vainly pounding the
bull-dog with his fists and trying to
loosen his hold, and when another brute
struck him in the chest, knocking him
to his knees, he remained in that posi-
tion, while the second dog—a huge, yel-
low mongrel of unkind disposition — se-
cured a foot-hold, and yapped and
snapped at his arms. To escape this as-
sault he arose to his feet and kicked, and
at this instant a third yelping cur hit
him, and with but one foot on the wall,
he went over easily, floundered in a heap
on the ground with the bull-dog still fast
to him, and the third dog close by with as
large a sense of injury as that possessed
by the other two; then, as he arose un-
hurt to his feet, the yellow dog danced
down the ladder, and the battle was re-
sumed, to the accompaniment of jubilant
shouts from within.

Many dogs had missed in their upward
flight, and such of these as were not yowl-
ing in pain were eager for retaliation.
Sinful became the center of a snarling,
barking circle of brutes, braver because
of their numbers, and eager for his de-
struction, who gradually forced him along
the wall—towards the town. The cloth
soon parted in the bull-dog’s mouth, and
temporarily free of this encumbrance, he
kicked and cursed, making his way slow-
ly along the wall, and looking anxiously
in the gathering darkness for a stick or
stone. But in the muddy, alluvial soil of
Shanghai there are few of such conven-
iences, and he could only fight with his
thin-soled patent leathers. Once he was
down, rolling in the mud with the pack
surging above him: but, though bitten
in a dozen spots now, he found strength
to shake them off and regain his feet. He
threw off his cumbersome overcoat and
fought on—the better for its loss. A few
of the dogs tore it to shreds and then
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vesumed attentions teo him. They soon had
reduced his Albert frock te the same con-
dition; his hat was gone, his face, hands,
and linen covered with mud and blood.
Slowly, with waning strength but undim-
Jimished pluck, he fought them dewn to the
hedge fronting the lawn of the next estate
—a low hedge from which the lawn rese
in a sueccession of terraces to the house.
And now, fraem the veranda ef this house,
‘¢ame a deep-tones, roaring bark, and,
looking, Sinful beheld a monster black
‘Jorute, laxger than the largest of great
danes, bounding down the lawn.

“My Ged, Fm dene fer now!” he
groaned, and fought on, hopelessly. But
as the roarimg, growling animal cleared
the hedge at a bound, and braeed around
for a charge, an inspiration came to him.

“Sie ’em, old boy—sie *em, Tiger!”’ he
shouted, pointing at his enemies. “Go for
‘em, goed eld boy. Go for ’em.”

There is ne knowing what was in the
mind of that big deg—whether, accus-
tomed to do as he was bid, and under-
standing English in hig Chinese environ-
ment, he merely obeyed orders; ox wheth-
er, like many large dogs, he sympathized
with the under dog, and acted on his sym-
pathy, Certain it is that he struek that
snarling herd like a whirlwind. He killed
. the bull-dog with ene mighty bite of his
powerful jaws, flung another twenty feet,
and, as he made for a third, the whele
pack teok te flight. Back they went in a
sterm of mud, yelping in fear, pursued by
the big black hero—who brought down
three while Sinful could see them—and
scattered for safety in the paddy field
beyvond the jail.

“Much obliged, old man,” called Sin-
-ful, bowing lew, with a ghastly smile.
“Much obliged to you, but I wen’t wait
here. I'm in a hurry. Good-bye. Ever so
much ocbliged.”

Then he walked on, engaged the first
rickshaw he met, and was taken to the
wharf, whexe Ningpe Sam had great dif-
fieulty in recognizing him. Only a repeti-
tieon of the merning’s tip satisfied him
that the bedraggled wreek before him was
the wealthy owner of the ship that he had
sculled ashoxe early in the day.

“Yes, Ningpo,” said Sinful, wearily, as
he seated himself in the sampan. “It’s
me—only me; and I found my preperty in
very geod condition—so very goed that I
haxdly think it will need more of my
attention while here. Scull me quietly up
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to the port mizzen chains, and say noth-
ing about my appearance to the captain,
and I'll give you a dollar every Sunday
morning. Is that a bargain?”

It was. Ningpo was faithful, and Sin-
ful, having reached his reom unobserved,
concealed his mishap. By the time the
ship- was ready for sea, his bites were
healed and he was nearly as fat as ever.

CHAPTER XIX

“Deck Rats anp Hooprums”

=< HE same detail from the American

,  waxr-ship that had escorted the
mutineers to jail through them
abeard when the ship was ready for sea,
and with them came an official from the

consulate—a deputy, a brisk, middle-

aged gentleman in a warm overcoat—

Shanghai is celd in winter—who imme-
diately entered the cabin with Captain
Jackson, while the ensign in charge of
the detail, after lining his men around
the prisoners at the gangway, sought
the society of the three mates waiting
near the mizzen hateh.

“Pretty hard lot of men, I hear,” he
remarked to Mr. Becker.

“Rather,” answered the first mate,
scowling towards the hard lot. “Worst I -
ever seen. This is their second mutiny,
an’ there's been gun-play and scrappin’
all the voyage.”

They certainly locked a hard lot. They
were in rags—more or less unclean—and
shivered like coolies in the chill December
air. There was bitterness and discontent
in their grimy, emaciated faeces, and
threatening hatred in the eyes that
scowled back at the mate.

“Which ig Sinful Peck?” agsked the en-
sign, as he eyed the group.

“Guess you must mean Mr. Peck, here,”
answered the mate, with a grin, nodding
towards the small, fat, and smiling third
officer. “He shipped ’fore the mast with
’em, but was taken aft.”

“T really beg pardon,” said the young
ensign. “But there is so much indefinite
gossip ashore concerning this crew, and
—well, the name Sinful Peck stands out
strongest.”

“@h, that’s all rvight, sir,” said Sinful.
“It’s a pet name they gave me; but
they’ve got worse themselves. See that big
porker near the rail? He’s Bigpig Mona~
han. That's Seldern Helward next him—
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the one with the grizzled red hair and
hook-noge.”

“What’s the significance of his name?”
asked the ensign, with a smile.

“Pure satire. All their names fit them.
See that miscreant with his collar turned
up? That’s Moccassey Gill. He’s an In-
dian, all right, but he got his name from
a pair o’ moccasins he made one hard,
cold winter when he had no shoes.”

“You seem to know their antecedents.”

“Went to school with most of them, sir.
When' very young they were respectable.
See that bullnecked hoodlum by the gang-
way steps? He’s Tosser Galvin—not be-
cause he ever tossed a man—Dbecause of
his facility at tossing in whiskey. And
Poopdeck Cahill, that fellow next him —
Poopdeck shipped boy in a schooner when
just out of school, and quit her after a
trip. Didn’t like her, he said — wasn’t
handy—had no poopdeck. He’s danger-
ous; he nearly killed me on the way here.”

“What was the cause of the mutiny?”
asked the ensign.

“Pure cussedness,” answered Mr. Beck-
er. “They couldn’t keep their hands off
Mr. Peck, and we put the whole thirteen
in leg-irons below decks. But that wasn’t
what jailed ’em. The skipper’d ha’ let ’em
out and paid ’em off here, only they cap-
tured and disarmed the three of us, one
after another—hands were free, you see
—and wouldn’t let us go. Well, the skip-
per was squeamish ’bout shootin’ men in
irons, so all he could do was to starve ’em
—and us, too”—Mr. Becker’s face took on
a grieved expression—‘“and after two
weeks of it they hadn’t strength to untie
us if they wanted to; but the skipper
thought they could still pull a trigger—
had our guns you know—and it kept him
on deck. Oh, they’d shoot; they shot me
in the leg ’fore they got me.” Mr. Beck-
er looked down at, and felt of, a small
hole in his trousers.

“They can’t be ordinary sailor-men,”
said the ensign, studying the sullen faces
of the mutineers. “Did they infect the
rest of the crew?”

“They’re not ordinary men; they’re the
worst that ever happened. I wish we were
rid of ’em. Infect the rest? No—the rest
haven’t sand enough to run, let alone
fight.”

“These are good American citizens,”
said the second mate, derisively, speak-
ing for the first time; “wealthy business
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men from Cleveland, who respect the law
—townsmen of Mr. Peck.” .

“Dock-rats and hoodlums,” responded
Sinful. “I’ve known them forty years.”

The appearance of the captain and dep-
uty-consul interrupted the talk. The lat-
ter held two large sheets of paper in his
hand, and said to the ensign: “Mr. Belk-
nap, will you bring those men here?”

The ensign marshaled his charges aft
to the hatch, where the deputy faced them
with the papers unfolded in his hands.

“Men,” he said, briskly, “I am directed
by the consul-general to investigate this
petition sent by you from the jail, in
which you complain of cruel and unusual
punishment on board this ship. It seems
to be in the handwriting of the one who
signs the name Captain John Monahan,
of Cleveland, Ohio. Who is this Caeptain
Monahan ?”

“Me,” growled the big man. “I'm Cap-
tain Monahan on the Lakes — Bigpig
Monahan aboard this hell-ship. Is this the
way you investigate?—after the ship’s
ready for sea and we're hauled aboard
under guard, like so many convicts?”

“You have been properly investigated.

“You may be captains at home—"

“We’re not—except for three of us;
but we’ve money and pull enough to make
some one walk the floor over this business,
Did you cable to the mayor of Cleveland
for our records, as we requested?”

“We did not. The government’s money
is not to be wasted on such trumped-up
bombast.”

“What d’ye suppose the consular serv-
ice is kept up for, then—to keep you fel-
lows in fat jobs? I tell you”—Bigpig ad-
vanced a step, his lips parted angrily, his
hand raised warningly—‘“you and your
superiors will have cause to regret your
neglect of our case.”

“Don’t threaten,” answered the dep-
uty, stepping back a pace, however.
“Whatever grievance you may have
against Captain Jackson, for, as you say
here”—he glanced at the petition—*“tak-
ing you foreibly to sea from New York, is
nullified by the fact that you signed ar-
ticles at Singapore for the passage home,
stopping: at intermediate ports. You are
sailors before the mast.”

- “We’re not putting that issue to the
front. What we insist upon is that it’ll
pay you and your boss to consider our
standing at home. Sinful”—the big man’s
voice sounded husky and broken—*“aren’t




you satwﬁed with your work? We want
to get home. You know there’s money in
this crowd. Tell the truth.”

Sinful’s face became grave, and he
raised his hand dramatically.

“Bigpig, I will speak the truth,” he
said, and he turned to the deputy. “I also
am from Cleveland, sir, and, in my pro-
fessional capacity, have known these

~men for years. I can confidently assure
you, sir, that, at home, among customary
surroundings, there is not a man of them
who could not at any time stick his hand
in any pocket he’s got and—scratch him-
gelf. ,

“You infernal liar,” said he of the
hooked nose and grizzled red hair. “And
I bet ten thousand with you on McKin-
ley.”

“No, it was a fool bet, Seldom,” said
Sinful, calmly, “and I am paying it by
making this voyage. The chief of police
has their records, sir,” he added to the
deputy, “not the mayor of Cleveland.”

They all turned their eyes upon him;
their feet shuffled nervously, and their
fingers twitched, as though they longed
to reach for him. But none moved; the
presence of armed man-of-war’s-men is
restrammg

“This is somethmg over which the con-
sular. service has no jurisdiction,” said
the deputy, folding the papers and hand-
ing the articles to the captain. “You wish
to see this petition?” he asked of the en-
gign, who had indicated such a wish by
extending his hand. “Here, read it.” The
engign took it.

“Now, men,” went on the deputy, “you
have been properly punished for your mu-
tinuous conduct, and should feel thankful
that you are under a kind and merciful
captain, who, instead of demanding the
full enforcement of the penalty prescribed
for your offense, has consented to take
you to an American port. Remember that
you.are under the stars and stripes, the
flag of the free, homeward bound to a
land whose laws deny justice to no man,
no matter how humble—"

“Rats,” interrupted Seldom Helward,
explosively, his scowl deeper than usual.

“Well,” said the deputy, in some con-
fusion, “I’'m through. You know your pos-
ition.”

“Rats, I say,” continued Seldom. “You
learned that at school. We’ll make no ap-
peal to the laws of a country which sanc-
tions slavery at sea and denies to a sea-
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man the right of self-defense. But it's
the land o’ the dollar, and there’ll be an
agitation at Washington that will make
more than one hunt for tall grass.
“Now, Captain Jackson,” he said, turn-
nig to the quiescent skipper, “we’re re-
sponsible American citizens, shanghaied
in your ship by your third mate, and you
know it. You'’ve denied our statements,
enslaved us, shot at us, ironed us, starved
us, and jailed us—all under cover of the
law. And through it all you’ve encouraged
your mates to devil us into resistance
that you call mutiny. It won’t be the law

~you’'ll deal with at home; it’ll be the men

who make the law. Do you care to dis-
charge us now, so we can go home by
steamer, and so save trouble for your-
self and loss to your owners?”

CHAPTER XX
A SaiLor’s ProMISE"

HE captain’s gray eyes grew geri-
ous and he did not answer at
once; the first and second mate
looked interested, as though they might
have welcomed such a solution to the
problem. But Sinful Peck, with a face
perceptibly lengthened, drew near the
wavering captain, offering silent admoni-
tion to be true to himself and his dignity.

“If I should do so,” said the captain,
at last, “I should not be influenced by your
threats. I neither believe nor disbelieve
your statements. Your standing at home
cannot conflict with your present posi-
tion—that of sailors before the mast, who
signed my articles at Singapore. You are
powerless to make trouble for me at home.

“But I do believe that you were shang-
haied out of New York as a practical joke,
and would let this influence me, as well
as the fact that in all your troublesome
resentment of necessary discipline you
have only acted as untrained human be-
ings will always act under fancied injury.
Also do I remember that I have always
conquered you, and have not faxled to
punish you as you deserve.”

“Hurrah for you, capt’n!” shouted Big-
pig, with a smile of amnesty on his
rugged face. “We'll call it all off.” Then
others joined in: “Must be plenty o’ men
ashore. We want to get home. Keep Sin-
ful with you; we don’t want him—we can
fix him up later.”

“Will you sign a quit-claim for damages
against my owners, and promise never to
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sign in my ship again? Frankly, I am
gick of you. If you can quit my ship
without another fight, you can go.” The
captain finished with a smile.

“Yes, yes,” they shouted. “Of course—
we want to get home.” The last came from
several of them.

“You’ll have trouble getting men, cap-
tain,” remarked the deputy, significantly.
. “And they’re 2 mighty good crew now,
captain,” volunteered Sinful; “we’ll only
have to break in a new bunch.”

The captain looked from one to the
other, with a little of uncertainty showing
in his face, “And if you discharge them,
gir,” continued Sinful, “they’ll consider
it weakness and follow you up. Plenty
of cheap shysters would take up their
case, just to force a compromise.”

“No,” gaid the captain, firmly. “If they
are dock-rats and hoboes they can’t
trouble me; if they are responsible men
they will keep their word.”

“We're responsible enough, eaptain,”
they chorused. “We’ll stand by what we
agreed, We waive all claims. Call off your
dogs and let us get ashore.”

“I think, captain,” said Mr. Belknap,
lifting his eyes from the petition, “that
their story may be true—that they may
be responsible men. I see two names here
in brackets, and written againgt them a
firm name which I recognize — Galvin
& Company. I have visited Cleveland.”

“Have you, sir?”’ asked Bigpig, joy-
ously. “You may know some of us. Step
out here, Tosser, and be identified.” Tos-
ger Galvin emerged from the group.

“m John Galvin, sir,” he said. “My
office is in the Perry-Payne Building.
Know me, sir?”

“No. I eannot know you. I merely vis-
ited Cleveland five years ago. But, per-
haps—well—perhaps you would not mind
—under the circumstances. If you are
John Galvin of this firm, you were to
have been married about twenty years
ago, were you not?”

Tosser’s face fell. “Yes—I was—al-
most. Were you there, sir?”

- “T heard of the wedding from the peo-
ple I vigited. Did—did anything—"’

“No,” said Tosser, brazeuly, “nothing
happened—except the wedding supper.
She got cold feet, and skipped out the
gide door as the parson came in the
front.”

“I am satisfied,” said the ensign, turn-
ing to the captain, “that this man is an
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influential citizen of Cleveland. The lady
was my aunt, and the matter was hushed
up.” .
“Now, I beg of you, sir,” said Sinful,
coming forward with a depreeating shake
of his head, “not to be taken in so easily.
John Galvin is my best friend, and I was
at that unfortunate contrefemps. This
man was there, too, but as a poor rela-
tion of Galvin’s; his job was to open the
door. He cleaned the mud from my shoes
and I tipped him a dollar. He made a pile
that night and was drunk for a week.”

“You damned liar!” yelled Tosser.
“You tipped me? I cleaned your shoes?”
In an instant he had Sinful by the
throat, and the two rolled on the deck .
together.

All might still have been well—the
friction confined to these two—for the
state of mind induced by mutual conces-
sion tends to lenienecy and trust; but
there was one man there immune to such
influences—whose mind could only grasp
the fact that an officer was assaulted by
a sailor. With his ready brass-knuckles
clinched on his fingers, Mr. Becker
sprang towards the combatants just in
time to collide with another peacemaker
—Bigpig Monahan — who, with more
amicable intent, and cautionary words to
Tosser on his lips, sprang from the oppo-
site direction.

Myr. Becker’s bull-terrier instincts re-
sponded to the collision; he struck Big-
pig in the face; then, with a furious im-
precation, the big sailor struck back, and
another battle was on. Others surrounded
the struggling pair on the deeck, bent only
upon separating them; the deputy sped
up the poopsteps; the captain drew his
revolver, but for some reason—perhaps
the presence of a navy and consular of--
ficer—put it away, and armed himself
with a belaying-pin from the rail.

The ensign waved back his men, who
had drawn the heavy navy revolvers with
which they were armed, and Mr. Brown,
seeing that his superior officer was doing
well, and, perhaps with a better under-
standing than Mr. Becker of the delicacy
of the situation, merely gloved himself
similarly and waited. Even now the trou-
ble might have spent itself, but the sight
of Mr. Becker’s well-doing was too much
for Seldom Helward. Bigpig’s face and
and fists were bleeding from contact with
the brass-knuckles, and he was being
forced backward.




Seldom joined the fray and knocked tle
mate to the deck; then he received in his
face Mr. Brown’s brass-shod fist, and he,
too, went down, bleeding. Some of the
peacemakers surrounding Tosser and
Sinful saw this, and, being sufficiently
warmed up and reckless by this time,
they pounced upon the cautious second
mate, and the incautious and wuncon-
quered first mate as he rose to his feet,
and mobbed them. Then the captain’s
belaying-pin began operations, crashing
down indiscriminately on heads and
arms; the victims, if able, secured simi-
lar clubs, and the fight became general.

And, over the sound of oaths and shouts,.

. rang the ensign’s orders to his men:
“Don’t shoot— don’t injure a man, Over-
power them, and stop it.”

There were ten heavily built, muscular,
and active navy sailors in that detail,
and they were trained to fight with fists
as well as with weapons. Man after man
went down under their blows—and to the
credit of their seamanly sympathy be it
said that two were Mr. Becker and Mr.

‘Brown—until the last responsible citizen

of Cleveland was put out of commission.

Then they stood up—or sat up, as they
could—and looked around ruefully. All
were more or less disfigured; a great
many were bleeding from cuts in their
heads and faces; Sinful Peck, nearly
black in the face, was breathing heavily;
the other two mates could barely see
through their puffed and blackened eye-
lids, while the captain was feeling of
loosened front teeth and spitting blood
upon the deck. It was no time for frivo-
lous comment, but the uninjured though
pale-faced deputy above must speak.

“By George! Captain Jackson,” he
said, “I’d pay that crowd off, if I were
you—discharge them without. charac-
ters.”

“Pay them off!”” sputtered the captain.
“Not by a damned sight. I’ll land ’em at
’Frisco in irons, by Gawd! Mr. Becker,
get that mooring chain down to the
’tween decks this time, and stretch it
fore and aft on the midship stanchions.
Iron every damned one o’ them by the
legs, where we can watch them. Damn a
damn fool, anyhow, that’ll trust to a
sailor’s promise.”

Expostulations began, but soon sub-
sided, and in twenty minutes they were
confined as the captain directed—nearly

beneath the mizzen hatch, yet far enough
from the notched stanchion used for de-
scent to give a visitor to the ’tween deck
immunity from capture. And, as a furth-
er precaution, when the last man was
ironed, the keys went somewhat ostenta-
tiously into the pocket of the captain, of
all on board the man least likely to visit
them.

But it was Sinful Peck who had
snapped the irons on the ankles of the
turbulent thirteen; and this he did with
a very earnest, serious expression of
face, impressed either with the painful-
ness of the duty or the possible danger
of his proximity to those long arms and
powerful fingers—more probably the
latter; for when the other victors had
climbed to the deck above he lingered be-
hind and smiled at the line of scowling
faces, sweetly, benignly, and triumph-
antly, A few cursed him, but he an-
swered not, and, still smiling ascended
the stanchion.

As he approached the gangway his
superiors were bidding good-bye to the
deputy-consul and the ensign, and thank-
ing the latter for his assistance—which
assistance the young officer was (}epre-
cating.

“I feel my position,” he said, embar-
rassedly. “I was bound to deliver them to
you, but have meddled too much. Now
that you have them in irons, of course
it is wisest to keep them there; but, se-
riously, captain, I think you are over-
harsh with them. They may be what they
say.”

“Not at all, Mr. Belknap,” said the
deputy. “They are mutineers, pirates,
murderers. I was a witness, captain, and
I am going home by the next steamer. I
will probably be in San 'Frisco when you
arrive, and will gladly testify. Keep
them in irons, by all means, captain.”

“I certainly shall,” said .the captain.
“They have made it an object with me
— a matter of pride” — he felt his
loogened teeth—“I shall hand them over
to the harbor police at ’Frisco.” And,
though the condition of his teeth made
it painful, he joined Sinful in his smile.

Then he bowed them over the side,
and two hours later, when his remnant of
a crew had cleared a troublesome “foul
hawse,” he tripped his anchors, and, with
a Shanghai tug at the end of his line, be-
gan the long tow down the river.



CHAPTER XXI
A Sea FicHT

HEN a man of his word prom-
/ ises to carry more than half his
erew across the Pacific in irons
he is apt to make strong endeavor to-
wards the keeping of his promise, even
though unfortified by profane and intem-
perate language arising from below, and
by the fact that the mild-mannered and
well-behaved remnant of his crew proved
their efficiency at shortening sail in a
sharp squall which struck the ship be-
fore she was well off the Yangtse bank.
But the squall was followed by a greasy
calm; and two large, sea-going junks,
blown nearer by the squall, and filled
with yelling, chattering Chinamen,
brought into the problem a factor not
eagily canceled by a crew of twelve weak-
lings, trained only to fear and obedience,
and Captain Jackson could not but have
thought of those counter-irritants below.
Both junks were being propelled by
sweeps, and one was but a quarter-mile
away, the other about as far astern of
her,

“Pirates?” asked the mate, as he and
the captain watched from the poop.

“No doubt of it,” answered the cap-
tain, “There’s a large, anti-foreign so-
clety growing in China—Bozxers, they’'re
called—and some o' them have taken to
the sea. They've killed a lot of missiona-
ries up north, and I heard ashore of a
little English bark they looted in the Pei-
he. We've got to fight. Call all hands aft,
Mzx. Becker, and we’ll fit ’em out. Wish I
could trust that gang below.”

“We won’t need ’em, sir,” answered
the mate. “Counting in the cook an’
steward, Chips an’ the two bosuns, there
are twenty of us—good for a hundred
Chinks. An’ there’s wind coming yon-
der”’—he pointed at another squall grow-
ing in the west—*“an’ we can keep ’em
off till it comes. They won’t face powder
an’ shot.”

“Perhaps not. We may have to kill a
few, though.”

But they changed their estimate of
Chinese courage a little later, even
though they killed more than a few. A
frenzied mob of suicides swarmed up
from the brown junk rasping alongside,
and with yells and shrieks precipitated
themselves upon the score of men mus-
tered to receive them. They were armed
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only with knives and spears, and there
was a steady death-rate among them as
the rifles, pistols, and shot-guns in the
hands of the defenders sought targets
and spoke; but they charged omn, stum-
bling over the bodies of the fallen, flour-
ishing their blades, and chattering their
strange, minor-keyed war-cries, until
they had driven the defenders against
the opposite rail. Here they closed, and
now white men fell to the deck under. the

knife and spear thrusts.

For a moment it was a melee; then
one man broke, and fled for the cabin
door. It was Sinful Peck, and the exam-
ple was contagious; the steward, carpen-
ter, and one of the boatswains reached
the poop-steps and climbed them, Here
they turned to defend their temporary
refuge, firing point-blank into the dense-
ly packed mass .of yelling humanity be-
sieging the steps. The second mate was
driven into the companionway. The first
mate lay quiet in the scuppers. The cap-
tain and cook, both bleeding, mounted -
the hatch house, while the other boat-
swain, and what was left of the foremast
hands were harried forward by the fa-
natical Chinamen until they found safe-
ty behind the closed doors of the galley.

Then the pursuers charged back to aid
in the siege of the others, by which time
the cook had sunk to his hands and knees,
and the earpenter was prone upon his
back in the alley on the poop. Piled half-
way up the poop-steps was a pile of dead
and wounded Chinamen, over which oth-
ers were frantically climbing, and it be-
gan to look hopeless for the defenders,
even though the captain on the hatch
house, the steward and boatswain in the
alley, and the second mate in the com-
panion, were bringing down a Chinaman
with each bullet expended. But now a
strange thing happened.

A brown, hollow cone, nearly two feet
in diameter at its base and fully five feet
long, protruded over the break of the
poop, its open mouth gaping menacingly
at the struggling Chinamen; and from
its cavernous interior belched a mighty
volume of sound uproarious, awful, and
terrifying.

The Chinamen fell back, but the horrid
resonance followed them, blasting their
ear-drums, paralyzing their nerves,
threatening their souls. Bullets they un-
derstood, but not this—this massive and
weighty weapon that hurled thunder at



them. And what manner of foreign devil
was behind it, squatting on his haunches,
supporting the ponderous thing so easily
with one hand gripped around the small
end, which be held to his mouth, while
he puffed out his cheeks and made fright-
ful faces.

They surged back; they turned and
fled in wild panic, and as the leaders
in the stampede scrambled over the rail,
the powerful foreign devil, with his
dreadful instrument of evil still aimed at
~ them—still emitting the fearful sounds,
sprang clear over the bodies to the main-
deck and pursued them.

It was Sinful Peck with the ship’s
papier-mache megaphone, and he did not
cease his rebukes until he had blown the
last Celestial over the side.

Captain Jackson inspected his cook—
badly hurt, but not fatally—then, being
weak from loss of blood, lowered himself
painfully to the deck and examined the
others. Five of the foremost hands were
wounded and more or less helpless; and
Mr. Becker was dead, with a knife stick-
ing in his breast.

Assisted by the steward, he climbed to
the poop, crossed over abaft the cabin,
and looked down at the junk. Sinful Peck,
perched on the rail, was still bombard-
ing them with ear-splitting invective, and
the Chinamen, having cast off, were
frantically pushing their junk away with
bamboo poles. Forward, Mr. Brown was
hammering on the galley door, beseech-
ing the inmates to “come out like men,
and stand by for more of it.” For-more
of it was promised; the other junk was
but a few lengths away, and the yells of

her crew attested the fact that Sinful’s

noise was not yet affecting them.

“It needs to be sudden and mysteri-
ous,” muttered the captain. “It won't do
again.” He looked to the west, where the
second squall was growing, and bearing
" down upon them—a black and ragged
cloud, its lower edge dropping rain. It
was a question—which would arrive first,
the wind or the Chinamen.

“Come here, Mr. Peck,” he called, and
as the smiling Sinful approached he
tossed him the keys of the irons. “Un-
lock the prisoners,” he said. “Those curs
forrard won’t fight any more, and we'll
need them to shorten down if for nothing
else.”
~ The smile on Sinful’s face gave way
to a look of consternation; but he de-
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posited the megaphone on the deck, picked
up the keys, and, first reloading a few
empty cylinders in his pistol, resolutely
entered the hatch-house door and de-
scended. Captain Jackson sat down on the
edge of the poop with his feet on the
and waited. He heard muffled
words from below, then there was si-
lence, broken only by the cursing of Mr.
Brown and the noise of the Chinamen.
Soon a shock head appeared in the
hatch-house door, and Bigpig Monahan's
magsive shoulders and powerful frame
followed. He sprang out and faced the
captain, with Sinful’s pistol leveled at his
head, Sinful’s cartridge-belt strapped
around him, and a stern look of indigna-
tion on his face. Seldom Helward came
next, then Moccassey Gill, Gunner Meag-
her, Tosser Galvin, and the rest. They
all looked angry and discontented, and
they all procured belaying-pins from the
rail and swarmed around their leader.

£ ON’T shoot, Monahan,” the cap-

tain said, weakly raising his
hand. “I am knifed again in the side.
You'll have enough to do in defending
your lives, We have been attacked by
pirates.” :

“So we surmised down there, by the
racket,” answered Bigpig. “And rather
than call on us you left us to be mur-
dered in irons. What d’ye want of us
now?”

“As I said, to defend yourselves. At
first, there seemed to be no need of you;
then there was no time to think of you.
Mr. Becker is dead. The crew have hid-
den in the galley. Mr. Brown is still with
me, and Mr. Peck—where is Mr. Peck?”

“Down below with the darbies on him.
How d’ye s’pose I got this gun?”

“Well, well—all right. T am helpless.
The situation is in your hands; but the
Chinamen are coming back”—he arose
and pointed to the masts of the junks
showing over the rail—“and there is a
squall coming which may blow us clear
of them. You’d better brace the yards to
starboard, clew up the kites, and arm
yourselves.”

He sank down again in his weakness,
and they scrambled up the rail and
looked ; then they craned their necks and
looked at the coming squall.

“All right, skipper,” said Bigpig, as
they stepped down. “You're a good fel-
low when you’re scared. But just hand
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over that gun o’ yours.” He climbed the
gteps and boldly twisted the captain’s
pistol from his nerveless fingers. Hand-
ing it to Seldom Helward, he asked:
“Now, where are those arms you spoke
of 27

“On these wounded men, and on the
.men in the galley. Take them away from
them; but brace the yards first and you
may not need them.”

They gave no heed to the last advice;
.they relieved the stricken men on the
deck of their arms and cartridges, and,
meeting an anxious second mate hurry-
ing aft, they even held him up, disarmed
him, and tied him hand and foot in the
scuppers. Then, with the heavy iron
windlass brakes, they battered in the
galley door and entered.

.. Eaptain Jackson saw this with failing

eyesight; also he heard a confused sound
of oaths and protestations from: within
the galleys which for a moment domi-
nated the chattering yells from over the
gside. These were eminously near, how-
ever, and he could see through the quar-
ter-rail that the two junks had met, and
side by side were now coming together.
He endeavored to stand erect and look
over the house at the squall, but the ef-
fort was toe much for his strength and
he sank doewn in a faint.

He was roused by cold rain on his
face, and a stentorian veice, almost in his
ear, roaring: “Bring her up a little and
shake her, Moccassey; the topsails won’t
come down.” Bigpig Monahan had partly
climbed the poop-steps, his huge head
and shoulders dimly outlined against a
background of gray sky streaked with
herizontal rain and spindrift. The ship
was heeled, and her tautened weather rig-
ging sang a dismal accompaniment to the
sound of wind and washing sea. Aloft,
skysails, royals, and one of the top-gal-
lant sails were in ribbons, and the upper
topsails, with slackened halyards, sup-
ported the weight of their heavy yards
by the pressure of wind alone. This much
the captain’s mind could grasp in an in-
gtant.

“The Chinaman,
gasped.

“Left em astern, skipper—dismasted,”
said Bigpig, cheerily.

“And the second mate?”

“In the scuppers, damn him. We're
sheortening down without him.”

It was moderately good news under the

Monahan?’ he
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circumstances, and with the formless,
wordless calls of sailors at work ringing
in his ears, Captain Jackson sank back
into unconsciousness. When next he re-
vived he was in his berth; his wound was
dressed, and Bigpig, Seldom, Moceassey,
Tosser, and Poopdeck were seated in the
sacred precincts, calmly watching him.
All bore weapons of some kind. Standing
up before them were Mr. Brown and Sin-
ful Peck, unrestrained of movement, but
evidently prisoners.

“Well, eapt’n,” said Bigpig, serenely.
“You’ve come to again, I see. Now, your
ship’s all right, and heading her course
for *Frisco. We've talked it over. There’s
no sense in putting back to Shanghai, or
in touching at Hemnolulu, as we thought
we’d do, at first. We’d be hanged, no
doubt, for piracy; but we’l\lv take our
chance in the Lord’s country. Under-
stand? :

“We don’t mean to give up these guns,
and we don’t mean to let you have any;
for our own safety—understand? That’ll
be our plea in court, if any plea is need-
ed. And we give you back your 'second
mate, and agree to take hig orders and
yours, as lawfully signed seamen of this
ship. We keep our hands clean of all mu-
tiny and such things-—except, as I said,
retaining these guns for self-pretection.
But we want this little devil fore the
mast with us again, and we want you
legally to disrate him right here.”

“You want him,” said the captain, “to
maltreat him as you did before. Mr. Peck
saved my life. I cannot deliver him to
you.”

“We saved your life, too, and we saved
your ship. If we hadn’t braced the yards
she’d be afire now, and you roasting with
your throat cut.”

“But you are under as heavy obliga-
tions to him. He remembered a well-
known weakness of the Chinese char-
acter, and frightened them into their
junk with the megaphone. Had he not
done this you would have been killed,
too.”

“Oh, he’s smart enough—smart enough
to shanghai his friends and manage
things so that at no time ean they quit
this ship and get home. Well, you for-
mally disrate him, or we’ll head the ship
south.”

There were mutiny, murder, piracy,
wrecking, and all the erimes in the nau-
tieal calendar inherent in this threat;
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"and Bigpig spoke determinedly, The set
faces of the others bore out this interpre-
tation, and the captain remained silent
for a few moments.

“I am laid up,” he said. “I cannot be
on deck. I have no navigator. Will you
allow Mr. Peck to navigate and keep the
log ?”

“Most certainly not! He'll keep the
fo’castle clean. Why, bless your soul,
capt’'n! are you looking for mates? This
crowd don’t need a boss, and if they did,
Seldom and I have been ship-masters for
twenty years or so; and as for naviga-
tion, Poopdeck, here, took a ship 'round
the Horn for you thirty years back. For-
' gotten that? Poopdeck, old man, can you
fetch 'Frisco?”

“Ought to,” answered Poopdeck, con-
fidently. “Once past the Loochoo Islands,
there isn’t a rock or shoal this side of the
TFarallones.”

The captain again waited, and thought.

“Mr. Peck,” he said, at last, to the si-
lent and sullen-faced little man, “I can
do no differently. You must go before the
mast. And Mr. Brown,” he added, to the
second mate, “as you are not a navigator,
I must promote a man over your head.
Mr. Poopdeck Cahill, you may bring your
dunnage aft to the mate’s room and take
his place.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Poopdeck. “Will
you enter this in your official log?”

“Of course, of course—anything for
peace. Get out of my cabin.” :

“Come, Sinful, my son,” said Bigpig,
gleefully, clapping him forcefully on the
shoulder. “Come with the friends of your
youth.” ;

And with Sinful heading them at the
end of Bigpig’s long arm, they filed out
of the cabin.

CHAPTER XXII

“Tue SeiT-Kip”

R. BROWN, the second mate, was

M a limited man, efficient, of
course, in his sphere, but re-

stricted in range of view—unable to ad-
just himself to peculiar conditions. To
him a sailor was a sailor, a man to be
kept at work and spoken to with stern
emphasis; a captain a captain, to be ad-
-dressed deferentially and called from
sleep when top-gallant sails came in. It
.mattered little that the sailor carried a
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gun, or that he held his own position by °
reason of the sailor’s respect for peace;
while his orders were obeyed cheerfully
and intelligently he forgot the existence
of the gun, and, when he received orders
from the captain, ignored the fact that
they were mere suggestions, such as the
sailor might approve of as working for
the general good.

That the sailor might refuse to obey,
or that the captain might not try to en-
force an order, was not within the scope

‘of his code of ethics. Even Sinful Peck’s

status was beyond the reach of this hide-
bound creed. As third mate Sinful had
been entitled to consideration; now, dis-
rated and before the mast with his en-
emies, he was a sailor, to be treated ac-
cordingly. So, in this shipful of warring
interests, centering only in a common
wish to drive the vessel to San Francisco
as soon as possible, Mr. Brown was most
certainly foredoomed to trouble.

It came to him on a bright forenoon a
few days after the men had taken charge,
when the ship, under whole gail, was
riding easily over the long Pacific swell,
and the watch, having just braced the
yards at his roaring behest, had resought
the sunny spots of the deck to rest them-
selves. So far, no work but the morning
washing down and the trimming of sail
had been attempted since the mutiny; but
Mr. Brown’s keen eye, casually detecting
a few coils of the mizzen topsail brace
lying on the deck, and as, according teo
his creed—which was to him also the will
of Providence—ropes should be coiled up
after belaying, he bawled out to the men:
“Lay aft here, one o’ you, and coil up that
gear.”

A man—it was Tosser Galvin—came
aft to the main-rigging, looked down at
the rope, looked up at Mr. Brown at the
head of the poop-steps, faced forward—
the action bringing to view the butt of a
pistol in his hip-pocket—and when he
had bitten off the end of a tobacco plug,
called to his mates: “Send the spit-kid
aft.”

There was a commotion among them,
and out from the group, propelled by the
toe of a large boot, shot the small and
fat Sinful. He waddled along the deck
with as meek an expression of counte-
nance as is compatible with a red and
swollen nose shadowed by a blackened
eye and an elevated chin—elevated, pre-
sumably, to lift his damaged but still
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sensitive nese an inch or twe farther
from the burden he carried on his chest.
This was a “gpit-kid,” or forecastle cus-
pidor—the lower half of a bucket—and it
was slung te his neck by a piece of spun
yarn., As he brought up before Tosser the
latter spat in the receptacle, pointed to
the rope en the deck, and looked over his
shoulder at My. Brown with an ironical,
quizzical scowl that was peculiarly ex-
asperating; then he walked forward, and
Sinful coiled the brace on the pin,

But, the rope being wet and stiff, the
coils came down again, just after Sin-
ful had turned to go forward; and Mr.
Brown, whose face had darkened at
Tosser’s insolence, but whose creed
was abortive in the presence of his
gun, sprang down the steps after Sin-
ful, whoe had no gun, and chided him in
a most officerly manner.

“All right, Mr, Brown—all right, sir,”
answered Sinful, smiling under the
abuse, as he returned to the rope; “but
I didn’t see it come down again, There,
gir—how’s that?”’ He jammed the coils
down between the others on the pin, and
turned te the irate officer. “I think I can
guarantee that it will stay up now, sir,
and you can rest your seul in peace. Is
there anything else I can do for you,
gir? Do you desire to expectorate?”

He walked his edorous burden up to
Mr. Brown. The speech and the action
were insolent in the extreme, yet hardly
warranted the violence of Mr. Brown’s
response, With an oath on his lips he
drew back his fist, launched forward, and
felled the little man to the deck, The con-
tents of the cuspidor scattered far and
wide.

“go forrard, and get a draw-bucket, and
clean up this muss—and don’t have any
Bp about it, neither,”

An uprear of heartless laughter had
applauded the feat; but the men forward
were not the only spectators. Captain
Jackson had climbed to the top of the
after-house with his sextant, and had
posted himself in a pateh of sunlight for
the mid-day observation, when the neige
from below attracted his attention. As
Sinful serambled to his feet he called the
second mate up to him. Mr. Brown came,
and faced a man angrier than himself.

“Damn you,"” said the captain, in almost
2 whisper, so as not to be heard by the
man at the wheel, “if I wasn’t se cut and

“Neow,” reared the angry My, Brown,
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slashed and weak that I can harxdly bear
my own weight, I'd break your fool head
for this. Do you still recognize my au-
thority as lawful master o’ this ship?”’

“Why, yes, capt'n!” said the astonished
seeond mate, “But why—what—why,
sir—"

“Why—what—why,” repeated the ecap-
tain, hoarsely. “What’d you hit him for?
He saved my life once. D’you think I for-
get it? You've made three parts o' the
trouble Fve had with this erew by not
knowing when to let ’em alone. Now, I
can’t prevent those men from abusing
Peck, but, by Gawd! I'll prevent you.”

“But he gave me lip, gir; and he’s ’fore
the mast now. You disrated him—"

“Under compulsion, you damned idiot.
And d’you think, if they wanted you and
me ’fore the mast they couldn’t have their
way ?—with every gun on board in their
hands? But they haven’t taken away my
authority ever you. Get down there, take
that draw-bucket frem Peck, and elean
up that muss yourself,”

For striet accordance with, and de-
pendence upon, Mr. Brown’s ereed,:-Cap-
tain Jackson had said too much—he
should not have admitted his helplessness
just before ordering a limited second
mate to menial duty. Mr. Brown looked
at him with wide-open eyes; then at Sin-
ful Peck coming aft on the main deck
with a draw-bucket, the dragging lan-
yvard of which, in the hands of Tosser
Galvin, was coming down on his back
and shoulders as a whip. Though he
shrank under the punishment he smiled
meekly, Behind Tosser, flocking along
like schoolboys scenting a row, each with
pistol, rifle, or shot-gun strengly in evi-
dence, were the rest of the starboard
watch.

“Did you hear what I told you?” said
the captain, in a white heat of passion,
“or do you want to class in with those
mutineers ?”’

What may have been of later disad-
vantage in such a classification may not
have appealed to Mr. Brown’s illogical .
mind. One of theé mutineers had just
tripped and pushed Sinful so that he
rolled on the deck. Mr. Brown already
classed in with them in antagonism to
Sinful. Still he temporized.

“Capt’n,” he said, “I hit that little
devil for givin® lip, as I've hit him be-
fore—dozens o times. He shot me off
Singapore, and I never squared that up.



He shipped ’fore the mast, and I shipped
second mate, but you made him a pet
and took him aft—" :

“As I chose to,” stermed the captain.
“And by the gsame authority I send you
*fore the mast, Get down off this house.
Take your dunnage out o’ that room. If
I stand alone in this ship, I'm her skip-
per, by Gawd! as far as you’re con-
cerned.”

Captain Jackson no longer suppressed
hig voice; not only the man at the wheel,
but the men beneath on the main-deck,

could hear plainly; they ceased attentions

to Sinful and looked up inquiringly, while
Sinful pieked up himself and the fallen
draw-bucket, and the observant helms-
man sang out derisively: “John Brown,
come out ¢’ the house—come out o’ the
house, John Brown.”

The irreverent speech could hardly
have influenced Mr. Brown. But here was
an unjust captain bent upon humiliating
him, and dewn below a reckless, rollick-
ing erowd of men whose souls were full
of hatred for this captain, and whose
present misgion in life seemed the tor-
menting of Sinful Peck, the cause of his
trouble. They would welcome him; but
he would make the last stand of the de-
feated and dethroned.

“All right,” he grumbled. “I'l} go for-
rard all right, but I'm damned if that fat
son of a thief don’t obey my last order.”

E swung himself over the house-rail

to the alley, and descended the poop-
gteps, then he made a run towards Sinful,
"caught him as he was climbing the rail
with the bucket, and pulled him down.

“What ye sogerin’ about?”’ he thun-
dered in his ear. “Didn’t I tell you to
clean up this deck? Hey ? What ye soger-
in’ about?”

He had raised his fist to strike the
small man again, but did not. Sinful’s
limits of endurance were reached. “Let
go,” he shouted, angrily. “Damn you, let
g£o.” Then he wriggled out of the assail-
ant’s grasp, and with the bucket rope still
in his hand, sprang back. The men crowd-
ed around, voicing approval and encour-
agement—some to Mr. Brown, some to
Sinful; but all of it lacked sympathy.

“If I'm to be hammered to death,”
yelled Sinful, swinging the heavy, water-
soaked bucket around his head, “I don’t
care who I kill first.” He let the bucket
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fly, and it struck the misguided My,
Brown squarely in the chest, knecking
him back, and down, The men yelled their
delight.

“Go it, Sinful,” they said. “Go for him,
Brown—don’t take that from a ’fore-
mast hand—get ancther draw-bucket—
fight it out with buckets.”

“Keep back, all of you,” screamed the
enraged Sinful, swinging his missile
again. “Let me alone, you damned In-
dians.” They laughingly gave him room.

“Hold on there, Sinful,” called a voice
from the cabin door. “Drop the bucket.
Mr, Brown, keep your hands off that
man; he’s our meat.” Mr, Brown, who
had “arisen, halted on his way tewards
Sinful, and looked around, while Sinful,
letting the bucket fall to the deck, called
out:

“Poopdeck, if you’ve any authority
whatever over these brutes, use if, or, by
Heavens! I’ll do murder. I can give and
take a practical joke, but I won’t stand
much more of this.”

“None in your case, Sinful,” said Poop-
deck, “and if I had it I wouldn’t use it.”
He crowded through the group of men,
a quadrant in his hand. “Your record’s
bad. You should have thought of this be-
fore. Now you must take what comes,
Who made this muss on the deck?” Poop-~
deck looked around at the men.

“Mr. Brown made it,” said Sinful,

“Peck made it,” said Mr. Brown,

“They both did it,” declared one of the
men.

“He knocked me down,” said Sinful,
vehemently, “and the cuspidor which my
dear friends and townsfellows hung teo
my neck was spilled.”

“Myr. Cahill,” called the captain from
the monkey-rail above them, “Peck
speaks the truth. I have ordered my sec-
ond mate, who is still under my author-
ity, to clean up the deck himself. On his
refusing I have ordered him bhefore the
mast. As acting first mate, will you see
that my orders are carried out?”

“Most certainly, skipper,” answered
Poopdeck, with a smile, and he turned to
Mr. Brown. “You hear this?” he added.
“You’re fore the mast from this on.”

“Yes, I'm one o’ you,” said the dis-
graced officer. “And you - hear that,
capt’n,” he called upward, shaking his
fist. “I’'m one o’ this crowd now. Just look
out how you handle me.” Then he looked
around at his brethren with a fraternal,
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though sickly, smile on his seamy face.
But no answering smile welcomed him.

“Who the hell made you one of us?”
asked Tosser Galvin, in a tone of dis-
gust. “You'll pull ropes with us at the
tail end; and you’ll do as you’re told by
any man aboard except Sinful; but you
class with him, not us.”

“That’s right,” said others. “They’re
a pair. Let ’em both clean the deck.”

“Take hold o’ that bucket,” commanded
Poopdeck, “and help Sinful.”

“Bear a hand there, Brown,” they
chorused. “Get to work. Go get a broom,
Sinful.” Sinful procured a broom from
the rack in the hatch house, while Brown
—Mister no longer—looked blankly
around at the scowling faces and mount-
ed the rail with the draw-bucket. Then,
as he and his late victim began washing
down the deck, the men went forward,
and Poopdeck climbed to the top of the
house with his quadrant. He found the
captain, pale of face, seated supinely on
the skylight.

“Mr. Cahill,” he said, weakly, “I must
depend upon your observation this noon.
I cannot stand up. I cannot retain my
strength after any excitement.”

“All right, skipper,” answered Poop-
deck, seeking a position where he would
not need to turn his back upon the cap-
tain while sighting the sun. Failing in
this, he removed a pistol from a hip to a
front pocket of his trousers; for captains,
deprived of authority, are prone to be
tricky. Noticing the transfer, Captain
Jackson said, petulantly:

“You needn’t be afraid of me now. My
first mate is dead, my second disrated. I
stand alone. All I want is to get to 'Frisco
quickly.”

“Where you hope to jail us for mu-
tiny, eh?” answered Poopdeck, squinting
through the sights of his quadrant.
“Well, we're just as anxious; and if you
haven’t blood enough to stand up with,
it’s your own fault. There are six or
seven men in their bunks forward worse
off than you; but if you’d let us out of
irons in time the pirates wouldn’t have
got aboard at all, and no one would have
been hurt—What’s the matter with
you?”

The captain, in endeavoring to rise,
had fallen to the deck. Poopdeck assisted
him to the skylight and asked, “Want the
steward?”

* “I would like to talk with Peck. He is
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a skilled physxclan—and I don’t seem to
get well.”

“Sinful,” called Poopdeck over the
monkey-rail, “let Brown finish that job,
and come up here.”

Sinful soon appeared, quite recovered
from his late rage, but resembling any-
thing but a skilled physician. Both eyes
were black now, and he was dripping
wet.

“Pardon my disheveled appearance,
gentlemen,” he said, suavely. “My new
friend and co-worker has a hard fist and
a harder heart. He threw a bucket of
water over me as I was leaving him. And
my dear friends forward think it a splen-
did joke. Hear them laughing yet.”

“Attend to the sklpper," said Poop-
deck, sternly.

Sinful examined pulse and tongue, then
said: “You want nothing but rest, quiet,
and nourishing food, captain — though,
if T can have access to the medicine-
chest, I can fix you up a tonic.”

“You’d better keep away from the
medicine-chest,” said the listening Poop-
deck. “You fixed up a dose of prickly
heat for us that kept us aboard at Ma-
nila.”

“It was a contagious skin-disease that
you must have acquired at Singapore,”
said Sinful. “The health ofﬁcer so diag-
nosed it.”

“It was croton oil in the water vou
washed our clothes in,” said Poopdeck,
hotly. “Now shut up.” He took another
sight at the sun, and Sinful shook with
silent glee.

“Do you deny me the benefit of Peck’s
knowledge of drugs, Mr. Cahill?” asked
the captain, with dignity.

“No—no—provided he takes nothing
forward.”

“But do you deny me the beneﬁt of the
medicine-chest ?”” asked Sinful. “If I must
carry that cuspidor around much longer,
I will be the sickest man aboard. I have
a splitting headache now.”

Poopdeck lowered his quadrant and
called “eight bells” to the helmsman.
When the bell was struck aft and repeat-
ed forward, he looked down into the
little man’s face and said: “Swallow the
whole medicine-chest. Poison yourself if
you can.”

“Thank you,” answered Sinful, quietly.
“I really am telling the truth. I am ill.”

Poopdeck went below to work out the
Iatitude, and Sinful followed, returning
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soon with. the tonic he had recommended
to the eaptain. He worked his lips as he
handed it over, as though there was a
bad taste in his mouth.

“Quinine’s bitter stuff to take straight,
captain,” he said. “But I suppose I'm
lucky to get it in any way. I’'m having
hard times forward.”

“How are they treating you?”’ asked
the eaptain.

“Inhumanly, captain. Besides carrying
the cuspidor and trotting up to each man
who wants to expectorate, I must do all
the menial work of the two forecastles,
wash their clothes, and act as punching-
bag when they want exercise.”

“Can’t you dope them, and get hold of
a gun or two?”

“Not easily, sir. They won’t let me
near the grub, nor into the forecastle
alone, They throw my meals out on deck
to me, and I sleep en the carpenter-shop
floor with my patients. One man is de-
tailed to wateh me at night.”

“How ia the carpenter getting on, and
the cook, and the rest?”

“Fairly well, six. They’ll all recover in
time, One of the gang attends to the
cooking, you know, and when my duties
permit I bandage the patients—but not
much longer, I'm afraid. I've a chill on
me now, and have a bad tongue—exam-~
ined it in Chips” mirror this morning.
Look at it, sir.” He extended his tongue;
it was thickly ceated.

CHAPTER XXIII

SinFur FEELS SicK

—4HE captain smiled meaningly. “A
. physician,” he said, “and a law-
yex, besides being a sailor! Have

you been an acter, too?”

Sinful’s reply was silenced by the sud-
den presence of Poopdeck Cahill. He ap~
peared at the head of the steps just in
time to hear the last few words and see
the protruding teongue, and sternly or-
dered the confab closed.

“Yes, youw're a pretty good actor,” he
said to the retreating Sinful; “you can
make your tongue look as you like, and
you ean put en any symptoms of any
digease known to you; but you can’t fool
this ecrowd any mere. Just you try any
goldiering if you dare.”

He followed him down: the steps, and

ferward, while the captain painfully de-
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scended to hig dinner. When he came up
at one bell he saw the whole erew loung-
ing about the forward deck, smoking and
laughing., Among them, Brown and Sin-
ful moved as they were called or beck-
oned, side by side, with arms lashed to-
gether, and the cuspidor slung to their
necks.

“Harnessed to 2 man who hates him:
more than they do,” muttered the cap-
tain. “But while he has the run of the
medicine-chest, I’ll trust him to outwit
them yet.” :

A little later, Tosser Galvin came aft
and announced himself elected seeand
mate in place of Mr. Brown. Poopdeck
gravely introduced Mister Galvin to Cap-
tain Jackson.

“Not that I'm the best man for theberth
eapt’n,” he said, in mock seriousness,
“ner that anyone else wants it; nor that
in this government of the crew, by the
crew, for the crew, a second mate is.need-
ed; nor ig it kindly to stand youx watch
for you, for you deserve no partiealar
consideration. But I want to remove my-
self from the vieinity of Sinful Peck. I
can’t pass him without slugging him, and
the habit grows. I fear I will kill him.
I am going home, te my family and my
business, and T want no complications
with the police.”

“And do you think you will eseape
them ?” asked the skipper. “Foxr depwiv-
ing me of command each of you is liable
toa heavy fine and from two to ten: years
in prxson

“Not in the glorious land of the dol-
lar, captain,” answered Tosser, with a
grin; “and if you argue on technicali-
ties, we haven’t deprived you of com-
mand, We've simply deprived yeu of your
guns. You disrated your officers.”

“You are mutinous sailors, just the
same,” said the captain, doggedly.

“Now skipper,” said Poopdeck, good-
humoredly, “get that notion out of your
head. You’ve too much faith in that little
devil’s description of us—dock-rats and
hoboes. He saved your life, and youw’re
fond of him; that’s admitted. But can’t
you read him yet? He’s a shrewd, brainy
lawyer, who had been a physician, and
before that a seaman. He's gifted with a
peculiar sense of humor which impelled
him te shanghai his friends when he
shipped on his fool bet, and exert every
energy since te make them finish the
voyage with him. Well—he’s succeeded,
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but he isn’t happy; neither is his dear
friend Brown, if I'm a judge of human
nature. Look at them.”

They looked just in time to see Brown,
his free hand on Sinful’s throat, choking
and shaking him as vigorously as their
bonds permitted. The men applauded hi-
lariously; but when Sinful fell helplessly
to the deck, a large man stepped leisurely
towards them, lifted Sinful to his feet,
and wagged a big forefinger in Brown’s
face. ;

“Bigpig’s too damned soft-hearted,”
said Tossér, in a tone of disgust. “Why
shouldn’t one dog worry another? It’s
their nature.”

“But you wouldn’t tie two dumb brutes
together,” said the captain, in a rage.
“By Gawd! if I"d known this I’d ha’ kept
Brown aft, where I could control him.”

“Captain,” said Poopdeck, coldly,
“you’re excited. Better go below and
quiet your nerves.”

But the hard-hearted Tosser and the
cold-hearted Poopdeck partly redeemed
themselves a few moments later. Captain
Jackson left them, not to go below, but
to go forward, where he shook his fist in
Brown’s face and used language unbe-
coming one deprived of authority, for
which the limited Brown knocked him
down.

“The contemptible cur,” exclaimed
Poopdeck, “to hit a wounded man!”

“Let’s kick the lungs out of him,”
snarled Tosser; and the two leaped off the
poop and ran forward. But the others
were ahead of them. Mr. Brown was al-
ready disconnected from Sinful when
they arrived, and hard fists and heavy
boots were impinging upon various parts
of his anatomy with all the force that
strong and indignant men could give
them, while his yells of pain troubled the
air. The huge Bigpig stopped the pun-
ishment before these yells grew too faint,
and then said, sternly, to the captain,
who had picked himself up and was lean-
ing against a water-tank:

“Now, Jackson, you’ll possibly see a
good deal going on here that you won’t
approve of, but we won’t have you inter-
fering—understand? We're not ill-treat-
ing you, and we won’t have you struck
when you’re sick; and you can take your
ship into ’Frisco, nominally in command;
but until then, we're in command. Now,
go aft, where you belong.”

Brown, not able, or not willing to move,
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was being bundled into the carpenter-
ship, and his bearers were jocularly com-
menting on his bad taste. Captain Jack-
son went aft, followed by Tosser and
Poopdeck. They met at the forward cabin
door.

“You understand the situation, cap-
tain,” said Poopdeck gravely. “The wrong
done us by that fat little devil cannot be
righted by means of any legal procedure
on shore; and coals of fire would cool on
his head. As for Brown—I don’t think
he'll hit you again.”

“Have you left me any authority at
all,” asked the captain, weakly, as he
leaned for support against the house—
“over Brown? He'’s not one of you. If
I have that authority, I order him in
irons for striking me.”

“You disrated him, captain, and you
have no authority over anyone forward.
Besides, Brown is a help to us.” -

“To help you torture Peck,” responded =
the captain, in a tone which indicated the
hate in his suggestion to iron Brown. “I
don’t care to witness it. He went over-
board after me in a gale. Take care of
the ship; I shall stay below.”

He turned to enter the cabin, but
paused at the sight of Sinful approach-
ing from forward. Sinful walked lan-
guidly, and his face, where not disfigured
by red, black, and blue spots, was white
and drawn; his eyes were dull, ‘his lips
were parted, and his shoulders drooped
as he walked. He was a picture of utter
misery, but his spirit was unbroken.

“I have another patient, gentlemen,”
he said. “I am after arnica and plaster
bandages from the medicine-chest.
Though I would that the cup should pass
from me, I must nurse Mr. Brown. With
care and attention he will be able to as-
sist at the cuspidor tomorrow; but by
that time I fear there will be a second
vacancy.”

Poopdeck closely scanned his face, and
said: “You have free permission to poi-
son yourself, Sinful, but not too quickly.
What are you dosing yourself with?”

“Quinine, you inhuman Comanche,”
retorted Sinful. “I’ve a bad chill, and
there’ll be a febrile reaction tomorrow;
but don’t fancy I'll think of suicide.”

A shaking of weather leeches attracted
Poopdeck’s attention, and he and Tosser
left them to brace the yards.

“I am utterly powerless, Peck, and
can’'t help you,” said the captain, with a
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turned from him; “but you're doing well
—you may hoodwink them.” Then he en-
tered the cabin, and Sinful stared blankly
after him before following. Coming down
the poop-steps and looking hard at him
was Poopdeck, who, unseen by the cap-
tain, must have heard his last remark
to Sinful.

“Here, you—come out o’ that.” Sinful
came, “You look too innocent,” continued
Poopdeck. “Keep away from the medi-
cine-chest, and come to me for what you
want. Lend a hand on the main-brace.”

“I want arnica and plaster, as I said,”
responded Sinful, “and quinine for my-
self. I don’t know what ails me.” His
tone was as innocent as his face.

“I know what ails you,” said Poopdeck,
harshly. “Go to work.”

Sinful went forward and applied no
more for access to the medicine. When
guestioned at the close of the day, he
said, wearily: “I want nothing until I
can diagnose my symptoms. Quinine does
not relieve them. As for Brown—nurse
him yourselves.,” And upon Brown’s em-
phatic deelaration, delivered painfully
between thickened lips, that he did not
want his ministrations, they relieved him
of his duty.

'WENTY-FOUR hours is a long time
for a skipper, even one deprived of
active command, to remain off the deck;
and on the next afternoon Captain Jack-
son appeared; but what he saw sent him
back, It was net the gray waste of sea-
and sky eor the charging combers that
hammered his ship, for she was in bal-
last and rode them easgily; nor was it
the shipshape condition of his spars and
top-hamper; his trained ear had noted
all the morning the progress of shorten-
ing sail, and the eonfident ring and twang
to roaring orders apprised him that all
was going well, =
The vessel was hove to under reefed
topsails; men in oil-gkins, belted and
armed, paced up and down under the
shelter of the weather rail; a few were
coiling up the lately used foretopsail hal-
yards and braces. Poopdeck and Tosser,
equipped like the vest, stood in the
weather alley, staring into the storm;
and the helmsman held the kicking wheel
with one hand. The ship was in good
hands, and, sick man that he was, his
presence could be dispensed with.
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But, down in the lee scuppers was the
gsight that drove him down, cursing to
himself. Sinful, flat on his back on the
slanting deck, with his right wrist man-
acled to Brown’s left, was being kicked
vigorously by the latter to induce him to
rise. The captain’s last glimpse showed
him his friend being dragged bodily by
the rejuvenated Brown up to the shelter
of the weather rail, with the cuspidor
hanging between them. He remained in
his room until visited at nightfall by
Poondeck. :

“Wish you’d come forward, capt’n,”
said the mate, with a little of doubt in
his face and voice, “and take a look at
Sinful.”

“What’s the matter with him?”

“Well, he’s talking to himself. We've
put him in the carpenter-shop. But we
don’t want te carry this thing too far.”

“You don't 7"’ sneered the captain. “No,
you're willing to torture him until he
might wish for death, but you don’t want
him to die. You don’t want actual murder
on your souls. Well, I tell you”—the cap-
tain raised his voice—*“get out of it the
best way you can. I would rather see him
dead than suffering as he does, and I
know he would rather die. The man is
sick, and he told you so in my presence.”

“Now, skipper, you know better than
that,” expostulated the uneasy Poopdeck.
“You know as well as I do that he's
drugged himself to play off sick. But he
needs an antidote now.”

“Well, let him alone and he’ll find one.”

Poopdeck left the cabin, and the cap-
tain remained below until the following
morning, when he stepped out through
the forward companion, The gale had
passed, and the ship was riding along
under full sail. Forward, the watch was
drying the wet deck, and among them
worked Brown—alone. Poopdeck and
Tosser stood near the ecompanion, and,
as the captain appeared, Bigpig joined
them from forward.

“He’s coming ’round all right,” said
the latter. “Damned feverish and de-
lirious until about half an hour ago,
when he quieted down. He’s all broken
out in a pimply rash on the forehead, and
it’s spreading. The dope coming out
through the skin, I g’pose. But the
cripples don’t want him among them.
S’pose we put him in the ’tween deck?”

“No,” objected Poopdeck. “What’s the
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use of two hospitals? There’s nothing
infectious.”

“There might be,” said the captain,
impulsively. “Perhaps I have more
knowledge of these things than you. I'll
see him.”

“You won't,” said Poopdeck, placing
himself before the captain. “You missed
your chance last evening when, I admit,
we were worried. He's all right now, and
when he’s able to stand, the circus begins
again.”

“But the eruption,” began the captain,
“for your own—""

“He’s sound asleep, and’ll soon wake
up and peep for his breakfast,” interrupt-
ed Bigpig. “I told you, skipper, we'd have
no meddling.”

“But if there is mfectxon in my ship,”
exclaimed the captain, explosively, “and
if Peck, my best friend on earth—"

“Go into your cabin and remain there,”
said Poopdeck, sternly. “Remain there
until we call you out. Go—and don’t force
us to action.”

The other two closed up beside Poop-
deck, and the captain regarded their
threatening eyes. He turned and entered
the cabin.

There he remained, a prisoner of state,
denied even the services of his steward,
and receiving his meals from the tarry
hands of a sailor, for two days more,
when Poopdeck’s angry voice shouted
down the after-companion: “Might as
well come up; you’ll be interested.”

He ascended to the deck. Seaman-like,
his first glance was aloft, and at the
monkey-gaff on the mizzen he saw the
small flags of the International Signal
Code which made up his ship’s number.
The maintop sail was backed, and about
a quarter-mile away on the heaving blue
lay a white cruiser with the American
flag at the stern. Poopdeck and Tosser
stood near the wheel, the rest of the
mutineers amidships.

“The jig’s up, skipper,” said Poop-
deck, as he handed him the binoculars
and pointed to a number of white-clad
men clearing away a boat. “That’s the
same fellow that lay at Shanghai with
us.”

“Good!” answered the captain, with a
delighted smile, as he took the glasses.
“But how, may I ask, or why, did you
let him know how much I needed him?"”

A look of hearty disgust and chagrin
came to Poopdeck’s face in spite of his
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effort at self-control; but neither he nor
Tosser answered the question.

“And how is Peck—dead or alive?”
asked the captain, still smiling. 5

“About the same, skipper,” answered
Poopdeck., “Out of his head, and the
pimples are bigger, that’s all. Come, Tos-
ser, we don’t belong on the poop.”

“Wait,” said the smiling skipper. “If
he’s out of his head he can’t apply the
antidote. As the boat hasn’t started, sup-
pose we signal for a surgeon to come
along. Have I your permission?”

“The jig’s up, I told you,” answered
Poopdeck. “Suit yourself.”

“I'll do that much for the little cuss,”
said Tosser, turning back to a pile of.
flags near the compamon “Give me the
letters, captain.”

“F.C.D.,” answered the captain, after
inspecting the signal-book, which lay on
the house.

Tosser ran up the letters as he hauled
down the number, and an affirmative an-
swer appeared - on the cruiser’s signal-
yvard. Then Tosser followed his fellow-
officer down to the main-deck, where they
joined their disquieted townsmen amid-
ships.

CHAPTER XXIV

SMALLPOX

(1 E thought there was something
erong, captain,” said Mr. Bel-
knap, one of a couple of of-
ficers who preceded the boat’s crew up
the side ten minutes later. “When over
a dozen men muster on the top-gallant
forecastle of a Yankee ship at ten in the
morning—all smoking pipes—we get sus-
picious. And I see”—he glanced at the
group amidships—*“that everybody car-
ries sidearms but yourself. What has
happened ?”

“A fight with Boxer pirates on the
coast,” answered the captain, “in which
I was forced to release my mutineers.
Then, having arms, and with my mate
killed, they controlled the situation. They
have just released me.”

“Um-humph. State-prison offense, that,”
said the officer. “By the way—pardon me.:
This is Dr. Fleming. You signaled for a
surgeon.” The captain shook hands with
the surgeon.”

“T did. 1 have a competent mate in the
carpenter-shop who drugged himself into



THE SEA ROGUE

sickness to escape their persecution. I
think he overdosed himself.”

“I'll see him,” said the surgeon, turn-
ing away. He beckoned to a couple of the
boat’s crew as he passed them, and to-
gether they moved forward.

“Now, what do you want to do, cap-
tain?” asked the officer. “Send them
aboard our ship in irons? What, then,
will you do for a crew? We are short-
handed.”

“No; dec1dedly no,” answered Captain
Jackson, warmly; “disarm them for me,
and get Mr. Peck out of their hands. With
arms, Pl sail these devils into hell and
out again.”

“We can do that, captain. Muster them
aft.”

They came at the captain’s call, sober-
faced and dogged, and piled their weap-
ons on the booby-hatch at his command.

.“You can make Honolulu in a day or
two,” suggested the officer, “where you
can jail them and ship a new crowd.”

The men heard, and saw the workings
of the captain’s face. Bigpig spoke up.

“T’'ve this to say, sir,” he said to the
officer, “that we’re American citizens and
are willing to face any consequences in
any American court.”

“Are you?” asked the captain, hotly,
as he fingered a revolver on the hatch.
“Well, you’ll face some of the conse-
quences right here aboard this ship; and
we won't put into Honolulu, either.”

There was a commotion forward. Out
of the carpenter-shop came the surgeon
-and two sailors, and aft on a run. Half-
way the surgeon halted and called to the
other two. “Keep away from everybody.
Get over to leeward.” But, blowing their
noses and breathing hard, they had
joined their mates.

“Small-pox!” yelled the surgeon.
“Small-pox—and a bad case from neglect.
The man’s half dead. Mr. Belknap, this
boat’s crew must not go back to the
cruiser. Four hundred men must not be
exposed to the infection.”

“My Gawd!” exclaimed the captain,
“and I thought he was shamming.”

The two men who had accompanied the
surgeon found themselves deserted; the
men from the cruiser scattered and a
few crowded among the men of the ship.
“No use,” yelled one; “they’re all in it.”
And again they scattered.

“That’s right,” shouted the surgeon.
“Might as well flock together. We're all
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caught. Any symptoms lying around?”
he asked, with a grim smile. “Anybody
with chills, headache, pain in the back?

Speak up.”

A defaced and blemished, woe-begone
creature limped up to him and said,
hoarsely: “That’s just the way I feel,
sir. I was second mate here, but he put
fore the mast—he did—damn him!”—
his voice became a shriek—‘“and they
tied me to him—him. Now, I've got it.
I’'ve got it—small-pox!”

They shrank away from him, and he
staggered apart and leaned against the
rail. Four others stepped up in turn, all
complaining of headache, nausea, shivery
feelings.

“Peck’s first symptoms,” muttered the
captain. “What a fool I am!”

“Mr. Belknap,” said the surgeon, com-
ing close, “there’s but one thing to do.
Put into Honolulu and quarantine this
ship. Medical attention may save most
of this crew; otherwise she will never
reach San Francisco.”

. The pale ensign bowed his head. “We
will signal for instructions,” he said. A
display of bunting on both ships finally
brought the order: “Proceed to Honolulu.
I will accompany.”

A month later, Captain Jackson sat
by the side of a thin, bright-eyed little
man who reclined at full length on his
cabin transom—a small skeleton of a
man, whose wan face was deeply pitted
with little red depressions.

“And didn’t you know you had it,
Peck?” he asked.

“Never dreamed of it, capt’n. I sup-
pose I caught it on that trip ashore in
Shanghai, but, until 1 lost my senses,
thought it was a mild fever. Who caught
it from me?”’

The captain’s face grew grave. “Brown,
first,” he said. “He went to pieces and
died quickly. Every one of the wounded
men who bunked in the carpenter-shop
went under; their strength wasn’t equal
to it. How I escaped is a wonder, unless
it’s because I was vaccinated at New
X OPK"

“And the gang?” asked Sinful.

“All showed more or less of the symp-
toms, but all have recovered, or will re-
cover. None of the cruiser’s people
caught it, but they are still aboard. The
quarantine won’t be lifted for a couple
of weeks. Dr. Fleming was invaluable;
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but who do you think spent most time
nursing you, Peck?”

“Don’t know, captain. Was it you?”

“Tosser Galvin, Poopdeck Cahill, and
Rigpig Monahan.”

Sinful was silent a few moments, then
his face hardened.

“And they spent the most time hazing
me,” he said bitterly. “Will you pay them
off here, captain?”

“No; ‘I couldn’t find a crew to take
their places in this pest-ship. They must
finish the run to 'Frisco. You will go out
first mate.”

“And they will have finished the voy-
age with me.”

Ee closed his eyes, and the faintest
of smiles crept over his wasted face.

The captain grinned.

CHAPTER XXV

A BARK APPEARS

ND now they are at sea again—

the convalescent crew of the
: pest-ship, short nine of their
number from the terrible scourge that
had quarantined them at Honolulu, and
from the captain down, with one excep-
tion, slow of speech and movement, and
unresponsive to anything but mention
of home—which magic word alone could
bring light to their dead eyes and expres-
sion to their faces.

The exception was little Sinful Peck,
the unsubdued and undaunted, who would
smile satanically as he gave orders to
brace yards for a head-wind, and was
slow to square in when the ship could
Iay her course. As mate, with a gun in
his pocket, he was immune from pres-
ent criticism and reprisal; and if any
conception of future danger—when he
and his victims stood on American soil
—came to his mind, he carefully con-
cealed it.

Clad in a warm overcoat—for the win-
try wind blew cold over the Pacific—he
stood near the wheel one morning about
a week out of Honolulu, and peered in-
tently at the horizon for a. moment, then
forcefully commanded the man at the
wheel—it was Seldom Helward—to “keep
her on the course.” Seldom answered with
a grunt and a sniff, but shifted the spokes:
then, as though regretting this slight
agreeing to shipboard etiquette, con-
signed Sinful to the lower regions in
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fierce, muttered tones interlarded with
profanity. Sinful responded with a sweet
smile, and at this moment Captain Jack-
son joined him,

“Well, Mr. Peck,” he said, as he picked
up the binoculars that Sinful had just
laid down, “if this wind holds you'll be
on the overland route for Cleveland in a
week, won’t you? Going to take your
friends with you?”

“What, captain ?—those thirteen plug-
uglies? No, sir; they can ship again.
We've made good men of them—one of
them a passable second mate—and they
can easily get berths.” He spoke loudly
80 that the helmsman could hear, and the
captain, joining in his mood, answered
as loudly:

“And you’ve saved your ten thousand
election bet, and will rake in as much
more from the Singapore salvage job. I
figured out the probable shares last night
—a third to the owners, a third of what’s
left to me, and the rest to the crew—
about ten thousand to each of them.”

“To the legitimate crew, you mean, sir.
Not one cent can go to the mutineers;
and it seems too bad, after their doing
all the work.” He smiled pityingly at
Seldom, who answered only with a scowl.

“Something ahead,” remarked the cap-
tain, as he peered through the binoculars.

“Yes, sir, I noticed it, but couldn’t
make it out.”

“Try again; your eyes are younger. It
seems to change its shape.” Sinful took
the glasses and looked ; then he said: “It’s
half hidden by that haze—and that haze
looks as though it might be fog, or per-
haps snow; it’s cold enough. It’s a ship,
or a bark, captain, under topsails. She’s
wearing. Now she’s hidden.” g

The haze that had enveloped the dis-
tant craft soon reached the ship, seeming
to kill the westerly air as it came; but
after an hour of faint headwind, there
came a chill breeze from the north which
cleared the sky. And there, a half-mile to
the south, was the strange craft—an
iron bark, with painted ports, stump
royal-masts, and other marks of the
English build. Her courses were hanging
in the buntlines, her topsails set, and all
above them furled, with the jib and flying
jib, while the spanker was reefed. She
was under heavy-weather canvas; but
she was not under command—swinging
slowly to the breeze—and the lack of all



The bark seemed deserted and showed signs of a fire.

boats, with the backed main-yards, in-
dicated that she was deserted—and de-
serted in a gale. Yet she stood high out
of water, and seemed intact in hull and
rigging. :

“Get the dory over, Mr. Peck,” said the
captain, “and visit her. There may be
salvage there. Rig the lugsail, and take
a couple of men to pull in case the wind
fails.”

“Yes, sir,” answered Sinful, cheerily,
“and we've just the crew for salving.” He
glanced -derisively at Seldom; who was
now relinquishing the wheel to his relief.
Seldom joined the men at the braces, and,
when the ship was hove to, assisted at
clearing away and lowering the boat—
a small craft of the dory type; and it was
noticeable that he cursed softly, but furi-
ously, as he worked.

For his own personal safety Sinful
chose one of the landsmen, who said he
could-pull an oar, and Gunner Meagher,
the only able seaman aboard whom he
dared turn his back upon, for a crew;
and with Seldom’s muttered injunction,

delivered over the rail—“Chuck him over-
board, -Gunner”—as a Godspeed, they
shipped the mast, set the lug, and sailed
away for the bark. The landsman sat in

“the bow, Sinful steered, and Gunner sat

amidships, his sorrowful eyes fixed upon
the cheerful face of Sinful.

“Peck,” he said, at last.

“Mr. Peck, if you please,” answered
Sinful sternly.

“Peck, I said,” responded Gunner, his
voice rising and deepening. “I have
known you since boyhood as Peck, and
Peck you are, and will be. Did you hear
what Helward said?” .

“T -did.”

“You know, and he knows, that it
would be impossible for me to at-
tempt—"’

“You nearly killed one mate with your
hands.”

Gunner’s face flushed slightly, and he
said: “I was struck, for the first time
in years. I bitterly regretted it, and—"

“You disarmed an officer at another
time, and headed a mutiny.”
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“After that officer shot me while de-
fending you from torture,” said Gunner,
warmly, more sure of his justification.

“And before I shot: another hole in
you,” said Sinful, dryly.

“I have forgiven you for that, Peck,
for I was in the wrong; but it is not of
my- unfortunate curse of temper that I
speak, but of you. Do you know the real
hatred of Helward’s speech—that if you
should not finish this voyage with Cap-
tain Jackson, no matter by what foul play
you were prevented, he could collect from
your estate the alternate of the bet, the
ten thousand dollars wagered?”

“Yes, Gunner, my son, he could,” said
Sinful,. composedly. “It’s all down in

tack and white, duly witnessed.”

“Knowing this, then, and having taken
this voyage to save ten thousand dollars,
why have you sought our hatred? Why
have you made revengeful enemies of
thirteen life-long friends—old. ship-
mates? Our only effort since leaving New
York has been to get clear of this ship
and back to our families. You have
thwarted each plan, And in return for all
this we have refrained from striking at
your weakest point—your pocket—and
liave allowed you to remain in this ship.”

“But you thumped the fat off me on
the passage out,” said Sinful, airily. “All
the rest is mere reprisal, Gunner.”

“But why did you crimp us at New
York? We were your friends, down to
see you off—your guests when you
drugged us.)”

“Sinful grinned abandonedly. “You
laughed too much at me, my joker; and
you drank mere of my good wine than
you should, as a minister of the Gospel.
You're a good sailor-man, Gunner, but
you’re not a bewildering success as a sky-
pilot, It was a practical joke, and the
skipper would have put back and landed
you all if you hadn’t started a fight the
first thing and put him on his pride.”

Gunner was silent, and after a moment
or two Sinful continued:

“I will have won my bet in a few days
and have saved ten thousand which I
could not afford to lose to Seldom. I will
also have, when the case is settled, ten
thousand more, salvage money, which
was really earned by you thirteen chumps
while I slept peacefully in my bunk. For
you were passengers at the time and not
entitled to salvage. He laughs best that
laughs last, Gunner, my son.”
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Gunner’s eyes sparkled; his face took
on a set, unpleasant expression, and Sin-
ful watched it furtively.

“Sometimes, Peck,” he said, at last, “I
regret having taken holy orders.”

“Don’t regret it this trip,” responded
Sinful, quickly, “or T’ll drill you full of
holes. I consider my life threatened.”

No more was said for the present. The
cockle-shell of a boat danced down the
intervening stretch of sea, and the de-
tails of the bark grew plainer. She was
painted lead color in the bends, and black
on the bulwarks, between which was the
white stripe dotted with black squares
to represent ports; but the paint, though
seemingly fresh laid, was broken up in
places by great rusty patches. As they
sailed alongside they saw Dblisters sur-
rounding these patches, and a8 warped
and wrinkled appearance to the plates.

“She’s been afire,” said Sinful, to the
air, for he was not looking at Gunner;
but Gunner answered, brokenly ;

“Yes—and, Peck, forgive my implied
threat 2 moment ago. I am sorely tried.”

Sinful looked at him; there were tears
in Gunner’s eyes.

“It’s all right, Gunner, old man,” he
said, soberly. “You wouldn’t hurt a fly.
Shake hands.” He extended his hand,
which Gunner took. “We’re almost home.
You and I can be good friends.”

HEY sailed around the stern, spell-

ing the name Hurley Castle, of
Liverpool, in gilt letters, and ranged up
on the lee side, making fast to the main-
chains, As they climbed to the rail they
took their first look to the windward—at
the ship they had left. She had braced
the yards and was sailing down to lee-
ward to await them; for behind her was
a gray bank on the horizon with sure
promise of wind. e
There was nothing noticeably wrong
about the bark’s deck, except that ropes
were washed off the pins and tfangled
about, and that a strong, smoky smell
pervaded the air. Sinful darted into the
cabin, and returned with streaming eyes.
“Pretty smoky in there, Gunner,” he
said. “Is the deck hot?” He stooped and
felt with his bare hand. “No, it isn’t.
Hatches are all battened down, I see, and
they’ve stopped up all possible chinks in
the bulkheads below. They’ve taken the
log-book and the ship’s papers—at least,
I can’t find them. There'may, or may not,
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be fire in the hold here; but it’s surely
going out, for they wouldn’t have quit
unless things were much hotter. This
ship can be saved, but we’ve no time to
lose.”

They boarded their boat, and sailed
away before the increasing wind to where
their ship had again hove to, and in a
short time were aboard. As Gunner
fastened the boat astern, Sinful vre-
ported.

“Had no time to investigate her stores,
captain,” he said, “but I can draw on
you for grub and water if necessary. Give
me the thirteen plugs and we'll sail into
’Frisco in company.”

“Can you control them alone?”

“I can when awake, and I can trust
Gunner as mate. He and I have made
up. ”

“Call ’em aft. Call all hands ”

Sinful called all hands, and they came
—+the thirteen “plugs,” the balance of
landsmen, the cook, steward, carpenter,
and boatswains.

“You thirteen men from Cleveland will
get yvour dunnage ready at once,” said
the captain, “to go aboard that bark with
Mr. Peck to take her into port. When
you’re ready, help the rest get the boat
over. Hurry up, for there’s wind coming
and there’s no time to lose. Bosuns, take
the rest o’ the men and hoist over one of
the forrard boats. Bear a hand, now.
There’s big salvage there for all of us.”

The boatswains answered, and scam-
pered forward with the detail at their
heels; but the thirteen men from Cleve-
land budged not a step.

“Captain Jackson,” said Seldom Hel-
ward, in his harsh, determined voice,
“we’ve already talked this matter over,
and have decided that if there’s any sal-
vage earned, we'll earn our share by stay-
ing aboard this ship we signed in—same
as you and Sinful and the rest did off
Singapore.”

“What!” shouted the captain. “Do you
refuse to obey orders?”

“We do,” said Seldom. “We refuse to
leave this ship. We can’t get home any
quicker than by staying right by her now.
And, officially, we protest against any de-
pletion of this erew by sending others
who may be willing to go. You left Hono-
lulu five men short and are amenable to
the law for that neglect. Also, you will
lose your insurance if trouble comes m
any form. We will see to it.”
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“You damned sea-lawyer,” stuttered
the enraged captain, “I couldn’t get men
to sign in Honolulu—in a small-pox ship.
I've a good mind—"

“We don’t care for your good mind.
We’ll work-this ship home, and that’s all.
And T'll remind Mr. Sinful Peck there
that by the terms of his wages he is to
finish this voyage with you, or sacrifice
more than he’ll win by salving that bark.
I'm willing he should lose it, and am
sorry I didn’t attend to it before this;
but it’s our safety we're considering now.
There’s a gale coming; and half the pres-
ent crew can’t shorten down. Neither can
the other half handle that bark.”

Before the captain could answer thisg,
Sinful spoke.

“Are you all of one mind? You, Gun-
ner, will you go along?”

“No, Mr. Peck, I prefer staying. That
bark is afire yet.”

“Oh well,” said Sinful, sr-ornfully, “if
you’re afraid, don’t scare other folks. I'll
be satisfied with the crowd forward, cap-
tain,” he added, “Suppose I sound them ?”

Gunner looked troubled, but Seldom
spoke for him.

“It isn’t Gunner, you damned bantam
rooster, that’ll crow over a man at the
wheel; it’s me. Go and get your salvage,
and pay me the bet money.”

“How about that, Mr. Peck?” asked
the captain. “Will you lose?”

“No, sir. I finish the voyage under
your command, just the same.”

The thirteen went forward, and Sinful
followed. He talked awhile with the
others of the crew, then returned.

“They’ll go, sir,” he said; “they all
want a change, and they all need the
money. With the seven landsmen, the
steward, and the bosuns, I'll have ten
men. You have thirteen, and your second
mate—Poopdeck Cahill can act mate
again—he’s a navigator, you know, and
any of ’em can cook.”

“All right,” answered the captain, with
his eyes on the storm clouds to windward.
“Get your dunnage and note down the
ship’s position, for if there’s no chronom-
eter, and you lose me, you’ll have to
work by dead reckoning. And take a spare
set of signal-flags, for you may not find
any. I’ll sail the ship up a little, so you
won’t have a dead beat to windward in
the boat—that is, if my crew don’t re-
fuse to work at all.”
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But they did not refuse; when the boat
was in the water, manned by the volun-
teers, and dropped back to the stern be-
side the dory to wait for Sinful, they
braced the yards, and, as the ship forged
ahead, clewed up royals and top-gallant
sails, hauled down the flying-jib, and
sprang aloft to furl. When Sinful ap-
veared with his dunnage, every man of
the thirteen but the newly appointed act-
ing mate, Poopdeck Cahill, was in the
rigging.

“Peck,” said the captain, as he watched
the bark, now, with her drift and the
ship’s motion, slowly drawing away on
the weather-quarter, “there’s something
uncanny about the looks of that craft.
There’s a little time yet; it won’t blow
toc hard for a couple of hours, and 'm
going down to her myself before I send
you aboard.”

“Why, cap’cam, what’s the necessﬂ;y"
I can take her in.”

“It’s not that, Peck,” said the captain,
looking down at the little man as father
might at a son, “But I’'m responsible, and
—you saved my life once. No”’—his voice
became stern and determined—*“T’ll take
the men down—now that they’re in the
boat—and ecome back if everything’s all
right. You stand on this tack until the
men aloft come down; then wear, and run
back to windward, if you can. Loek out
for your friends, There won’t be a man
aboard besides the Cleveland crowd.”

CHAPTER XXVI
“Win Your BET”

ESPITE earnest protest from Sin-
D ful, the captain slid doewn the
painter into the boat, and they
departed, hoisting the sail and making a
fair wind of the freshening breeze. Sin-
ful watched the boat, riging and falling
on the long, heaving seas, until it reached
. the bark, now almost astern, and then
devoted his attention to the men aloft.
They had furled the royals, but were hav-
ing trouble with the top-gallant sails.
There were twelve of them—ifour to a
mast—with the second mate at the wheel;
and four men are not enough for a big
ship’s top-gallant sail in a blow.

“Nice piece of damned foolishness, this
is,” growled Poopdeck; “look at that
coming.” He pointed to windward, and
Sinful looked.
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A dense wall of gray was charging
down on the ship, its upper edge blend-
ing into the lighter hue of the sky, its
lower white with the pieked-up spume
and spindrift of the sea-tops.

“Lay in off the yards,” yelled Sinful,
upward. “Come down from aloft, for your
lives. Let the canvas go. Come down.”

They heard and obeyed, sliding down
by backstays and running-gear, the last
man getting off the mizzen top-gallant
yvard just as the squall struck the ship.
The three unfurled sails whisked off to
leeward in ribbons, the empty ship heeled
far over under the impact of the blow,
and the flying-jib, baglike at the end
of the jib-beom, pulled her head away
from the wind.

“Hold your luff, Poopdeck,” yelled Sin-
ful, over the noise of wind and sea, “till
we’re ready to wear.”

“Wheel’s hard down,” answered Poop-
deck. “Cut away that flying-jib, and
square in now. She won’t come to with
that wind-bag forrard.”

It was no time to dispute conflieting
authority, and a man, at Sinful’s order,
went out and relieved the jib-boom of the
thrashing head-sail while the others
squared in the cro’-jack yards. By this
time the ship was before the wind, round-
ing to on the other tack, and Sinful,
screaming his orders from the port alley,
found time to look at the bark. She was
nearly abeam, about a mile away before
the wind, and under practically the same
canvas as was the ship, but going slower,
from her deeper draft, And up from her
forward end belched a column of smoke.

“She’s afire again,” he shouted.
“Square in fore and main yards, and
leave ’em square. Bring the wind quart-

.erly, Poopdeck,” he called to the helms-

man. “We’ve got to chase her.”

He went aft to the wheel and steadied
the ship to a course.

“The damned fools have taken off the
forehateh and let the air in,” said Poop-
deck, as he ground the wheel over.
“That’s why they’re running.”

“But they’ve put it ‘on again,” an-
swered Sinful; “there’s no more smoke.”

This eould be seen, also that the bark’s
foreyards were being braced to star-
hoard.

“They’re going to heave her to again,”
said Poopdeck.

“Right. We’'ll brace up sharp and keep
to windward of her.”
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“What for?” demanded Poopdeck. “Go
to looward and heave to with a light
ship. D’you want to drift down upon
her?”

“We'll heave to windward of her,” an-
swered Sinful, with sparkling eyes; “and
you’ll do as I say. I’'m in charge here.”

“And I’m next in charge by the same
authority, with better men than you be-
hind me. Come aft—"

Poopdeck had lifted his voice to hail
the men forward, but Sinful’s pistol,
shoved into his face, silenced the speech.

“Not one word,” he said, sharply.
“Whatever your position, you'll do as I
say. You'll steer this ship till I have you
relieved, and you’ll steer as I tell you to.”

Poopdeck, deadly pale, though prob-
ably not through fear, looked calmly into
the muzzle and said nothing. Sinful low-
ered it, and, with a threatening glance
over his shoulder, went forward in the
alley and ordered yards braced sharply
to starboard. The men, unaware of the
friction, obeyed willingly, and when Sin-
ful came aft and said, tersely, “By the
wind with a good full,” Poopdeck an-
swered - respectfully and shifted the
wheel, but his face was still pale.

The big, light ship tossed over the seas
like an egg-shell, making under her top-
sails fully three points leeway, but still
shaping: a course that would take her to
windward of the bark, now braced sharp
on the same tack. The first violence of
the squall had subsided, yet the gale was
steadily increasing, and would shortly
demand further lessening of canvas; but
Sinful, anxiously watching for signs
or signals, gave no thought of the
weather until the ship had sailed past the
bark to a position from which she could
not drift down on her. Then he sang
out, “Relieve the wheel,” and when Gun-
ner Meagher came aft and took the
spokes, he said to the humiliated Poop-
deck: “Take in the three upper topsalls.
one at a tlme, and put a reef in the
spanker.”

“Ay, ay, sir, answeted Poopdeck. “By
the wind with a good full, Gunner,” he
added, to his successor at the wheel; then
he pounced upon Sinful and bore him to
the deck.

“Damn you,” he said. “Threaten me at
the wheel, will you?”

Sinful was caught unawares. Struggle
as he might, with the powerful Poop-
deck’s fingers at his throat he was help-
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less, and soon his pistol left his pocket
and went into that of his assailant; then
he was dragged, in gpite of Gunner’s pro-
testing voice, to the lee-quarter bitt and
lashed to it, hand and foot, with the end
of the spanker-sheet.

“Shut up, Gunner,” said Poopdeck, as
he arose and went forward. “You’re out
of this.”

He was back before Sinful hall recov-
ered power to breathe normally, and he
said, dispassionately, to the prostrate
little man: “Every man of the crowd de-
cides that the proper thing is to land
you on the Farallones, so that you will
not finish the voyage either in this ship
or with Captain Jackson, and will in con-
sequence lose your bet. Gunner,” he add-
ed, to the helmsman, “we’re going on to
"Frisco without the skipper. Give her a
rapping good full, and get away from
that bark.”

Gunner answered, and obeyed ; the ship
paid off and sailed faster. Poopdeck went
forward again, and when he had dis-
appeared down the steps Gunner sprang
to the taffrail and looked over; then he
cast off Sinful’s bonds and whispered:
“Into the dory with you. She’s half fuli,
but bail her out and join the skipper in
the bark. God forgive me if I'm wrong.”
Then he gripped the whirling spokes and
ground the wheel up.

With a fervent “Thank you, Gunner,”
Sinful scrambled over the taffrail and
slid down the painter to the boat; then,
after assuring himself that she was not
too waterlogged to float him, he cut the
painter. The ship forged ahead; the boat
drifted in the trough; and when a hun-
dred feet separated the two, he heard
Gunner’s self-saving yell to the rest that
the prisoner had escaped. He saw their
heads over the rail watching him, but
also saw that the three upper topsails
were lowered to the caps, and that the
ship was not in condition for a pursuit.
With his sou’wester he began bailing the
boat, and when it was fairly free of water
he shlpped the mast and set the lug with
a reef in it.

The bark lay about a half-mile to the
west now, heading towards him on the
port tack, and heaving to leeward with
but little headway. As Sinful watched he
saw a string of small flags going aloft to
the bark’s mizzen peak.

“C.K.P.J.,” said Sinful to himself, as
he recognized the letters. Not having the
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code-book with him, he could not read
the message; but it was probably an or-
der or a protest to the big ship skimming
away, with yards squared now, to the
southward. He looked at her as he
steered, but there was no answering sig-
nal. When again he looked at the bark
she was swinging off before the wind;
she wasg pursuing the ship.

AD ghe remained hove to, Sinful’s

little eraft, close hauled on the op-
posxte tack, would have intercepted her
in ten minutes, or at least have drawn
near enough to be seen; but in running
before that growing gale it stood as little
chanece of catching the bigger bark as
did the bark of catehing the still bigger
and lighter ship. However, Sinful
squared away to a.nearly parallel course,
and occasionally, at the risk of capsizing,
hauled aft his gheet in the hope that
larger showing of the sail would make
it visible; but no sign came from the
bark, and she slowly drew ahead, while
the ship far in the van grew small on the
horizon. :

In an hour the bark was a eouple of
miles away, and Sinful was steering in
her wake, his only hope now being that
the increaging gale would force Captain
Jackson to again heave to; but such a
contingency would bring added menace
to the boat, for how could she ride a sea
that would threaten a big bark? Occa-
sionally a comber climbed over the stern
and gave him work at bailing. The spin-
drift pelted him, and, wet to the skin
and chilled to the bone, he welcomed the
exereise.

The day wore on; the sky overhead
darkened, and he could barely see
through the smudge a dim spot ahead,
after which he was steering. His arms
ached with the jerking of the tiller and
the labor of bailing with a limp sou’west-
er. Hunger assailed him, and, drenched
though he was, thirst added its torment.
Every breaking sea was a fresh enemy
seeking his life, and the wind, rushing
past him, purred a dismal song of hatred
on the vibrating leech of his sail.

The dim spot ahead grew dimmer with
the darkening of the sky above. Every
third sea flooded his boat. The singing
fragment of sail could not drive his
cockle-shell fast enough to escape them.
He would give up the pursuit, for his
gtrength was leaving him. He would bind
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the ears together with unlaid strands of
the stern-fast, and make a sea-anchor
with the halyards for a cable—for the
painter was cut away—and ride out the
gale, bows to the sea.

He prepared his oars, and was wateh-
ing for an easy sea on which to round
to, when a sudden glare of light drew his
glance ahead. He really saw but the last
of it—a fading, dimming effulgence,
which left blacker darkness. Then up
against the gale came a dull, thunder-like
sound, which for a fraction of a seecond
bellied his sail back against the pressure
of the wind. The bark had blown up. The
smoldering fire, revived by the admission
of air through the opened forelateh, had
reached an explosive part of her cargo
—powder, or dynamite. This he reasoned
out in a supreme effort of benumbed fac-
ulties, and the ultimate conclusion was
that he himself, by his hurry, his bra-
vado, and cupidity, had arranged the
death of eleven human beings, one of
whom was his friend—the eaptain that
had taken his place for love of him.

He had no particular right to live. He
would go on, and if he chanced to find a
man afloat, he would give him the chance
of life which he possessed—the possi-
bility that the men of his town had seen
the explosion and would try to beat back.
For they were merciful men; they had
been mereciful to him, whom they hated.

Bailing, and steering by the pressure
of the wind, changing hands at the tiller
as the pain of fatigue compelled him,
half crazed with the horror of the pres-
ent and past, he went on in the darkness,
and in three hours was among wreckage,
some of which he ran into. He sang out;
then realizing that he must not get too
far to leeward, rounded to on the top of
a sea, lowered his sail, and threw out the
oars at the end of the halyards. Bailing
hard, for the boat had nearly filled, he
called at intervals, and in time was an-
swered by a voice.

“Help!” it said. “Help! Where are you?
I can’t see.”

It came from astern, and he hailed
again. The answering accents were rec-
ognizable. It was the captain’s voice. He
pulled in his sea-anchor and drifted
down, hailing the while, until his boat
struck a white wheel-box cover on which
was a groaning, wheezing man. Throw-
ing out the sea-anchor again, he pulled
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him in and laid him, limp and helpless,
in the stern-sheets.

“Are you hurt badly, captain?” he
asked. “What happened? I saw the ex-
plosion.”

“Is it you, Peck? Is it you? Where are
the rest? Where is the ship?”

“Twenty miles to looward by this time.
They took charge again, and meant to
land me on the Farallones, but I got away
in the dory. Been chasing you all day.
Where are you hurt?”

“Pm stone blind, Peck. My eyes are
burned out, Oh, my God, what pain! And
my back is broken. I can feel nothing be-
low the middle. There was fire in the
hold, and powder, I suppose.”

“The boys’ll béat back, captain. They
won’t leave us here. I know them.”

“No, they will not, Peck. It’ll make no
difference to me. I won’t last many hours.
I’m thinking now of you. They can’t beat
a light ship to windward in a blow. It’ll
be three days at least before they could
get here. I'll be dead—you half starved.
Go on to the east. You'll be picked up. The
closer to ’Frisco the more craft you
will meet. You can win your bet if you
finish the voyage with me, dead.”

“I’'m not thinking of that now, cap-
tain,” said Sinful, brokenly.

“Think of it—keep thinking of it. You
are poor, I know, or you would not have
shipped ’fore the mast to save paying
your bet in cash. The Singapore salvage
will be settled in Liverpool, where that
steamer belonged. You will be the only
man alive entitled to it. Apply for it. The
English consul at Singapore has all the
documents. But, above all, Peck—win
your bet.”

Sinful did not answer for a time, then
he asked: “Were there any others besides
yourself, captain? Did you hear any
calls?”

“Not one. I had the wheel while all
hands were at the weather main-brace
amidships. They were all killed instantly,
and I was blown overboard. Go on to the
east, Peck. Take my body into ’Frisco.
Finish the voyage with me, as I order
you. It is my last order as your captain.
- Win your bet.”

And it was his last word. He died in
an hour, yet, in Sinful’s unquiet mind,
he spoke often during the long night
while the boat rode at the sea-anchor.
He would rise and stand erect, pointing
to the east, and uttering the order: “Fin-
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ish the voyage with me. Win your bet.”

With the coming of daylight he spoke
no more, and Sinful dragged him for-
ward, pulled in the oars, and set the
storm-reefed lug to the gale. There was
neither sail nor smoke on the gray waste
of heaving sea, and, alone with the dead
and his thoughts, he sailed towards the
rising sun. All day he sailed and starved
and thirsted, and, as darkness came
down, listened again to the dead man’s
admonishing. After a while he answered
and argued, questioning irritably, and
presenting strong reasons for pulling out
the bottom plug as the best solution of
the problem. This the dead man- would
not agree to. Ever was his concluding
command: “Finish the voyage with me.
Win your bet.”

On the morning following the second
night Sinful’s hair had turned gray, and
he had become garrulous, doing most of
the talking, and only at long intervals an-
swering the commands of the dead man.
On the third night, however, they were
more sociable. The captain sat beside him
and helped him steer, and in oft-repeated
sentences impressed him with the wis-
dom of his plan—to finish the voyage,
and to win the bet.

In the morning Smful was converted
to the captain’s way of thinking, and the
captain had ceased to admonish. He lay
quiet in the bows, with his head raised
on a thwart, and his gray eyes fixed
upon Sinful’s face with an approving
stare. But Sinful’s concessions came
forth in shrieks. He screamed and yelped
his earnest intention to finish the voyage
with Captain Jackson—to win his bet
and save the money that he needed. And
his hair was white, and his face the face
of a death’s-head.

CHAPTER XXVII
REMORSE

- FORE-AND-AFT rigged vessel of
: any size will, when close-hauled

on the wind, in smooth water,
head within four points, or forty-five de-
grees, of it. A square-rigged vessel will
only head within six points, or about
sixty-seven degrees, of the wind. Leeway,
or side glip, is the same in both types—
about a half-point in a whole sail breeze,
with speed at the maximum; and it in-
creases as sail is shortened in a storm,
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until, with but a rag showing to keep her
head to the sea, and speed reduced to
nothing, the leeway is the only motion
possessed by the vessel. It is a side, or
quarterly, drift, added to by the heave
of the sea; and this form of motion is
reached sooner in a light ship than in one
loaded, or ballasted, to her bearings—
also, when reached, is faster by reason of
the greater surface exposed to the wind
and the lesser hold on the water.

Thus it was that Sinful Peck’s little
boat, fore-and-aft rigged and ballasted
to a proportionate loadline by her dead
and living crew, could make in that
northerly blow a course over the bottom
of about east by north, while the big,
empty ship, high out of water and with
her propelling surface of ecanvas reduced
to main spencer and lower mizzen topsail,
which just sufficed to keep her out of the
trough, was thrown by wind and sea in
a southerly direction at the rate of one
hundred miles or more a day. For, though
the runaway crew had braced sharp on
seeing the explosion, and thrown the ship
nearly on her beam-ends in the effort
to beat back, they were soon forced to
shorten down—to think of the ship and
themselves.

But there were bad consciences among
them—twelve of them, not counting that
of the innocent though grieving Gunner;
and before the gale blew out they had
damned themselves, individually and col-
lectively, as fools, thieves, murderers,
pirates, mutineers, sons of guns, and sons
of sea-cooks; but nothing availed to settle
their minds—to remove from the situa-
tion the fact that they had disobeyed the
captain’s signal and run away from a dis-
tressed ship seeking assistance, This was
what they had done, even though the sig-
nal “C.K.P.J.”—an order to heave to—
had flown until out of sight, unsupple-
mented by explanations of danger from
fire.

Though originally shanghaied, and
deeply wronged by the captain and Sin-
ful Peck, yet they were now signed sail-
ors of the ship, criminally disobedient
and revengeful, whose animosity towards
Sinful had forced him into an open bhoat
in a gale which surely had drowned him
before he could reach the bark, and whose
disobedience of legitimate orders had re-
sulted in the death of eleven others. Thus
they condemned themselves, and not un-
til the ship was beating back under whole
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sail, with a new flying-jib, did they come
down to practical congideration of the
future. The shortage of erew prior to
their leaving Honolulu was known to the
authorities, but what explanation could
be given at San Francisco for the loss
of the captain, the mate, the steward,
the two boatswains, and seven of the
crew? They discussed it noigily, pro-
fanely, yet sincerely, while they smoked
their pipes on the weather side of the
poop.

Many suggestions were advanced. To
swear solemnly that the missing ones
were washed overboard in the gale was
abandoned because of the bad reputations
they had earned in their voyage round
the world; to scuttle, fire, or beach the
ship, land in the boats, with a tale of
shipwreck and death, and later to indem-
nify the owners, was overruled by some
who saw no reason for destroying a ship
just to pay for her, leaving the-point at
issue—their constructive manslaughter—
unprotected.

To tell the truth akout the matter in all
but their disobedience of the signal, stat-
ing that the bark had blown up before
they had taken charge, seemed a plausible
solution of the difficulty, and met unani-
mous approval; but against this was the
possibility that survivors rescued by
other craft would rise up to refute them;
and even now they were beating back
to pick up any possible survivors that
they could find. The absence of the cap-
tain and first mate at the same time could
be accounted for by openly admitting the
murder of Sinful—an onus that Seldom
avowed his willingness to bear alone; but
this was vetoed by the conseientious Gun-
ner Meagher, who emerged from the cab-
in companion in time to hear it.

“I tell you,” he declaimed, vehemently,
“that I will be a party to no lying. I will
not accuse myself and the rest of you to
the authorities, but if questioned I will
tell the truth, And, Seldom,” he gaid, to
the cross-grained old fellow, “you are
unjust in your hatred of Peck. He was a
good, forgiving man, Listen to this,
which I found among his effects.” He
showed them-a folded piece of paper, then
read:

“Know all men by these presents that I,
James Corland Peck, of Cleveland, of the .

State of Ohio, for and in consideration of
value received, the receipt of which is

hereby confessed, do hereby grant, bar-
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gain, remise, convey, release, and quit-claim
unto the men known as Seldom Helward,
Bigpig Monahan, Poopdeck’ Cahill, Gunner
Meagher, Tosser Galvin, Shiner O’Toale,
Jump Black, Sorry Welch, Ghost O’Brien,
General Lannigan, Moecassey Gill, Turkey
Twain, and Yampaw Gallegher of Cleve-

land, of the State of Ohio, at this date

serving as seamen on board the American
ship ., of New York, all the right,
title, interest, elaim, or demand whatso-
ever I may have acquired in, through, or
by any construction of maritime law, in
the salvage of money from the English
steamer , wrecked on a reef of the
St. Esprit Islands on the twentieth day of
June, 1898, which money is reputed to be
of the ameunt of four hundred thousand
dollars.

“Witness my hand and seal, this twenty-
fifth day of July, A.p, 1898.
JaMeEs CORLAND PEcCK.”

. “The day we came aboard in Singa-
pore,” exclaimed Poopdeck.

“What’s it amount to, anyhow?”’ said
Seldom. “No one here’ll put in a claim
for that salvage, I'll warrant.”

“But Seldom,” said Gunner, gently—
“of course not. We cannot court investi-
gation. Yet, now that in all probability
Sinful is dead, will you still remain un-
forgiving? Will you demand that money
from his widow because death prevents
him from finishing the voyage?”

“Will 17” growled Seldom. “You can
bet your bottom dollar I will. Why
shouldn’t I? He’s had every chance, and
has never weakened.” He glared around
at the group, but found little of approval
in the sober faces of the others.

There was no further discussion of
future eomplications. They sailed north,
watching for wreckage, and finding no
sign of survivers after a three days’
cruise in the vicinity of the spot where
the bark blew up, shaped a course for
San Praneisco, and reached soundings
at the beginning of a howling gale from
the southwest.

Knowing the danger of a lee shore to’

an empty ship, Poopdeck put her on the
port tack, under all the sail that she
would carry, to await a landfall, or some
index of hig position; but it was not until
night had fallen and the three top-gal-
lant sails had gone to ribbons that he
made out far to the northward the
twinkle of a flashing white light.
“Southeast Farallone, sure enough,”
he said to Seldom, who had the wheel.
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“Now there’s no use bending new to’-gal-
lant sails for a thirty-mile run dead ’fore
the wind. Wha’ do you think?”

“Think ?” said Seldom. “Why, if a man
can make the Buffalo breakwater he
ought to hit the Golden Gate. Any pilot
or tug-boats out in this, d’ye think?”

“Hardly tugs, and I wouldn’t back
yards in this for a pilot. It’s dead easy.
The light-ship isn’t more than twenty
miles in from us. We can pick it up in a
couple of hours. Let’s see what the rest
say.”

He called a council at the mizzen hatch
and stated the case. A northeasterly
course would soon show them the light-
ship, from which a northeast three-quar-
ters east magnetic course would take
them straight in past Fort Point Light.
The rest was easy; they could drop an-
chor off the city and be in their bunks
before mldmght

“And in jail bef01e breakfast,” broke
in one.

“We'll consider that next,” continued
Poopdeck. “I've been thinking about it.
Now, as for the other plan. It’s ortho-
dox and shipshape on salt water to keep
off a lee shore in a blow and make port
in a slant wind; and if Jackson wag here
he’d wait until this blows out and risk
piling up on the beach. But we have a lee
shore all round us on the Lakes, and are
used to hitting a hole in the wall, so, even
with this square-rigged ballahoo, I think
we can sneak on. The barometer’s way
down, and it’s blowing harder every min-
ute. What do you think? Take it off my
shoulders.”

They willingly, and noisily, took it on
their own. What was the use of drifting
sideways into port when they could sail
in headfirst? What did saltwater skip-
pers know, anyhow? Who wanted to
pound up and down all night with the
best harbor in the world dead under the
lee? They would square in the yards
when Seldom put the wheel up.

LL right; but hold onmn,” said

Poopdeck, in a voice strangely
harsh for him; and, as he stood in the
light streaming from the forward eom-
panion, there seemed 2 rigid enlargement
of his figure—a stiffening of the joints,
and a menacing hunch to his shoulders.
“We will retrospeet a little. We left
Cleveland nearly a year ago, fourteen
strong. One of us we banished from fel-
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lowship, leaving but thirteen—an un-
lucky number. We have been unlucky—
very unlucky—and it is well that we
change our number before our last play
in the game. The fourteenth man is dead,
and cannot join us; but we can get rid
of another, and make it twelve. Gunner
Meagher, stand forth.”

“What!” exclaimed Gunner.

“Stand forth, Terrence Meagher,”
thundered Poopdeck, drawing a pistol
and leveling it at the amazed Gunner, “or
I'll send you unprepared to your God.”
Gunner stepped forward. ‘“Make your
peace with Him in the short time left
you. Mocecassey Gill and Tosser Galvin,
hold him tight. Bigpig Monahan, you
make a hangman’s noose in the end of the
lee inner main buntline, and you, Sorry
Welch, go aloft and overhaul the bight
down to the deck.”

The thought behind Poopdeck’s words
may or may not have lain dormant in the
minds of all. Certain it is, however, nine
men out of ten will do as they are told,
if told suddenly and sharply, and the alac-
rity with which Tosser and Moccassey
now throttled the much-beloved Gunner,
and with which Bigpig sprang to the
buntline and Sorry to the rigging, would
have gratified a more exacting second
mate than Poopdeck. The rest yelled ap-
proval, and one of them found a remem-
bered slush-bucket under the main fife-
rail and greased the noose which Bigpig
made.

“What do you mean—what—let go!
Boys, what would you do?” stuttered
Gunner, as they seized him and rushed
him forward.

“Run him up,” roared Poopdeck, fol-
lowing with the pistol. “Damn an in-
former, anyhow—to hell with a man
that’ll give away his friends. Put it
'round his neck, boys—knot under the
left ear so as to break his neck at once.
Up with him now; bowse him aloft and
leave him there.”

The greased noose silenced further
protest from Gunner, They manned the
bight of the buntline, hooked it into a
stanchion sheave when they had slack
enough, and lifted Gunner from the deck;
he swung over the rail—for the ship was
heeling to the storm—and then went
aloft in lessening curves, up—up—slowly
and jerkily to the yard. But they had
not bound his hands, and these hands
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gripped the rope above the noose, which
Poopdeck now seemed to notice.

“Lower him down,” he shouted. “Lower
him down and tie his hands behind his"
back. He's holding his weight. We must
break his neck and be done with him.”

Down came Gunner, landing in a .
sprawl on the deck; then, tearing the
noose from his neck, he arose, the berserk
strong within him, and struck right and
left with his fists while he growled and
snarled incoherently; but the powerful
Bigpig, Tosser, and Moccassey bore him
to the deck and pinioned him until others
had brought spun-yarn to bind him;
then, still struggling, he was bound,
haltered, and lifted again. But before
he had gone three feet upward the watch-
ful Poopdeck ordered him down, as the
knot was improperly adjusted. Gunner
lay quiet where they landed him, and
Poopdeck loosened the stricture on his
throat. Gunner began to breathe in
hoarse sobs.

“I don’t know,” said Poopdeck, stand-
ing up. “What’s the use of bothering?
Why not run him up and let him
strangle ?” : :

“Mercy!” groaned the prostrate man.
“Mercy—have mercy upon me!”

The berserk was gone from him.

“What!” answered Poopdeck, derisive-
ly; “mercy upon you, who would have no
mercy upon us—who would inform upon
us because we unwittingly were respon-
sible for the loss of those men?”

“I would not! I will not! I swear I will
not! Don’t murder me!”

“Might as well make sure,” replied
Poopdeck, sternly. “We have twelve to
our debit now. Might as well make it
thirteen.”

“Don’t I beg of you! I have done you
no harm. I will do you no harm.”

“Will you remember that, though to
looward of the bark when she blew up, we
had not squared away?” :

“Yes, yes—I will. I promise.”

“Will you remember that Sinful fell
overboard in the gale about the same
time?”

“Yes, yes.” :

“Let him up. Square in the main-
yards.”

Gunner arose, slipped the noose from
his neck, and unsteadily followed the men
to the weather main-brace, while Poop-
deck went aft to the wheel.
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wind, Seldom,” he said.

"~ “Dead before the wind it is,” answered
Seldom, heaving on the spokes. “What’s
up, Poopdeck? What the hell you laugh-
ing at?”

“At Gunner,” said Poopdeck, as he
glanced, first into the binnacle, then aloft
at the fly at the mizzen truck. “Steady
her at nor’east by north for a while.”

With a full erew, Poopdeck would have
squared in the after-yards at the same
time as he did the main; but with just
men enough to man one set of braces it
was the part of wisdom to leave the
* canvas on the mizzen to balance that on
the fore until the ship was before the
wind. Yet the best of seamanship is futile
in the face of rotten canvas. The full
pressure of the gale, impinging squarely
on the braced mizzen topsails as the ship
paid off, was more than they could
stand; a rent appeared in the lower near
the weather clew, then one in the upper
at the reef-band, and before Seldom had
steadied the ship they were both in rib-
bons.

“Well,” remarked Poopdeck, philo-
sophically, to Seldom, “it saves furling
them, and we den’t need them again.
We've still got the fore and main.”

But a yell from the men forward called
him to the break of the poop, and he
saw the two foretop sails leaving the
yvards in scattering pieces.

“Good enough,” he shouted. “We can
scud under the foresail and maintop
sails, Square in fore and cro’-jack yards
just the same.”

They did so, took in the spanker and
two outer jibs without orders—for these
men needed little supervision - among
themselves—and as the royals, the main-
sail, and the cro’-jack had been furled be-
fore the top-gallant sails blew away, the
big ship rode along over the seas under
the canvas named by Poopdeck—a good
rig for scudding, but a poor one under
other conditions.

CHAPTER XXVl
Tae Enp or THE VOYAGE

ND other conditions arese. They
picked up the light-ship sooner
: than Peopdeck had predicted,
and went by it in & screaming squall that
flattened the seas to a level surface of
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froth. Then, with Point Bonita and Fort
Point lights plainly visible to mark their
course into port, and lesser lights along
the coast twinkling a welcome, the squall
blew out, and the ship tossed and rolled
and groaned om a cross sea that threat-
ened to wrench planks from timbers.
Poopdeck ran below, Iooked at the ba-
rometer, and, coming up hurriedly, ealled
Seldom, who had been relieved from the
wheel, and Bigpig Monahan aft on the
poop.

“Now you two fellaws,” he said, “have
spent your lives at this business, while
T've been out of it for years. The glass
is 'way down. I want advice. It’s the eye
of the storm, no doubt, and it isn’t a big,
wide one, vicious as it is, or we wouldn’t
have reached the center so soon. Lord
knows which way it’s traveling, or where
the wind will ecome from when it hits us
again. I it’s off the land we ean blow out
to sea, but if #t’s from any other direc-
tion we’ll hit the coast somewhere; we're
in a shallow bay.”

“And there’s not much time to bend
new topsails,” said Bigpig:; “and we
couldn’t claw off a lee shore if we had ’em
bent—and to’-gallant sails, too. What
water is there under us?”?

“About thirteen fathom, sand bottom,
according to the chart, and a five-fathom
bar just ahead of us.”

“Anchors,” put in Seldom. “Wasn’t the
wind hauling to the southward before it
left us?”?

“A little—not much.”

“A little’s enough. We'll get it to the
norrard o’ west. There’s no use monkey-
ing with eanvas. If we can’t make port
we’ll beach her.”

Seldom was right. It came directly out
of the northwest with a force that split
the foresail and the upper maintop sail,
and banished alf chance of saving the
ship by her eanvas. Yet they braced the
main-yards to starbeard, set the spencer
and spanker—which, with the lower
maintop sail, was all the ship could stag-
ger under—and, heading north-north-~
east, made the effort to creep in; but
slowly and surely the lights drifted up
from the lee bow to the weather bow, and,
with the twinkling coast-lights but five
miles away, they lifted the anchors over
the bows and saw that the patent wind-
lass was in order and the chain free in
the lockers. An hour later, in twelve fath-
oms of water, they let go both anchors,
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furled the canvas, and waited. It was mid-
night—when they had hoped to be in
their bunks, safe in the best harbor in the
world.

The cables led out from the hawse-
pipes rigid as iron bars, and the ship
rolled and reared, plunged into the on-
coming seas and shook them off as she
lifted, tugging at her cables as a fright-
ened saddle-horse tugs at the reins which
fasten him; and along these rigid chains
came the jerky vibration which tells of
dragging anchors. Clustered at the wind-
lass, sheltered from the blast by the break
of the top-gallant forecastle, the crew
sensed these vibrations through the deck
and the soles of their feet for a while;
then, knowing to a man that if the
screaming wind and heaving sea contin-
ued for long, nothing but a miracle could
keep the ship from the beach, they moved
aft in a body to where Poopdeck stood on
the quarter, gauging the drift with a
_hand-lead. The lead-line stretched for-
ward.

“We're driving ashore stern foremost
about three miles an hour,” roared Poop-
deck, over the noise of the gale. “Look
here. We're not two miles from the
beach.” He pointed to leeward, where the
shore-lights had grown in number and
brilliancy.

“Well,” answered Seldom, after a
searching look into the blackness ahead
and to starboard, “there’s no sign of a
tug, and I don’t mean to drown at the
end of a ehain. Let’s slip and beach her,
broadside on. If she hits bottom with the
chains out she’ll go to pieces right in that
spot.”

They chorused approval and raced for-
ward. The inner ends of both chains were
hitched around the heels of the windlass
bitts, and, in view of possible slipping of
cables, they had not paid out the whole
length, reserving a fathom or two of
each chain for slack in the loosening of
the hitches. Also had they left the strain
on the windlass instead of slacking the
chain into the stoppers at the hawse-
pipes, as is done when a ship is perma-
nently moored. The men who went below
with lanterns, however, found a little too
much chain in the lockers—it lay too
heavily on the hitches—and, climbing out,
they sent the word upward to “pay out
handsomely about eight feet of each
chain.” Bigpig and Seldom climbed the
forecastle steps, and, with heads bowed to
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the horizontal pelting of rain and spin-
drift, bore down on the levers and un-
hooked them. The strain of the chains
now lay on the two freely turning “wild-
cats,” or sprocketed wheels, held by fric-
tion bandg, the levers of which were in
the hands of two men.

It was the fault of no one. Bigpig and
Seldom were strong, intelligent men who
understood patent windlasses, and lesser
men than they could have performed the
task they had attempted ; but no strength,
intelligence, or forethought could have
availed against the impact of the unex-

- pected green sea which the big, high ship

spooned up as-easily as though she were
loaded to her bearings. It washed the two
men away from the levers and over the
break of the forecastle to the deck below;
the levers flew up, the freed wild-cats
spun within the loosened friction bands,
and the chains rattled out the hawse-pipes
until a crashing jar below decks appraised
the men that the ends had brought up.

With much bad language they descend-
ed and investigated; the ends of both
chains had slid up the bitts and the
hitches were jammed against the chain-
pipes in the deck. They rushed up, locked
and manned the windlass, but a short
struggle with the brakes failing to gain
them a link of slack, they gave it up and
searched the carpenter-shop for steel .
saws, but found nothing that would touch
those two-inch links. They went below
and packed their bags.

Then they thought of the two boats
left, and cleared them away; but on the
advice of Poopdeck, who told them of a
life-saving station three miles to the
northward, and on their own Bsecond
thought, they decided not to launch them
in a sea against which they could not
heave in chain, and sent up rockets in-
stead; but long before a flare-light on the
beach had apprised them that they were
seen, the vibrations of the chains had
merged into the quivering of the huge
fabric as the stern took the bottom. The
first blow twisted the rudder, and the
spinning wheel, bringing up with a jerk,
sailed high in air, taking the wheel-box
and part of its mechanism with it.

The next finished the rudder and
brought down the fore and mizzen top-
gallant masts, the latter falling over-
board, the former landing squarely across
the waiting boats and smashing them, It
was the beginning of the end. With the




strain off the cables, the ship lay bows
nearly to the seas, and, dragging no more,
went to pieces as Seldom had predicted.
The stern went first, disintegrating plank
by plank, timber by timber.

The masts fell one by one; the split and
twisted deck sank in a slant towards the
shore; and they mustered under the shel-
ter of the top-gallant forecastle, where
they ruined every ax aboard trying to
sever the chains, until, flooded out by
the sea as the ship’s bottom ground away,
they elimbed to the top of it with their
dunnage. And on this platform, awash
with the water, they lashed themselves
and clung, drenched, bruised, and miser-
able, until the eastern sky lightened with
the eoming of day.

“She picked a hard spot,” said Poop- .

deck, standing up to leok between two
seas. “No sand bottom’d tear a ship to
pieces like this. It’s rocks, and they’re
not charted. We're nearly a mile off the
beach, boys; that’s why the life-savers
couldn’t work. We’ll have to wait till they
can launch their hoat.”

“They’d better hurry up,” said Seldom,
in his veice which no peril nor pleasure
could change.

“We won’t last long here,” put in Gun-
ner, gloomily., “It’s the judgment of
Providence.” :

“It’s the number thirteen, Gunner,” an-
swerved Poopdeck. ‘“The incident’s not
closed. Dry up, or there’ll be twelve of us
for better luck.”

“Good thing we didn’t try our boats,”
said Bigpig, as he hove his long frame
erect. “Look at that surf, and look at
those eombers eoming in.” He pointed to
windward, where the horizon was marked
by the foaming crest of a mile-long sea.

They all stood up, streteching their
cramped limbs and looking about.

“Something else eoming in,” said one,
as he stared to windward. “It dropped
behind that first sea.”

They wateched where he pointed,
straight out; and when the long comber
subsided to make way for the next, there
appeared on its face a boat under a rag
of sail, which seemed to slide stern first
up the glassy slope and disappear in the
foam of the sea crest; but as the foam
grew less the rag of canvas was seen for
an instant before it sank in the hollow
behind. The next sea brought it plainer
te view—a boat under a storm-reefed lug,
with a man in the stern; and as it drew
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nearer with each sea they saw in the
gathering light that this man’s hair was
white, and his face the face of a death’s-
head.

CHAPTER XXIX
“Ir’s Peck!”

€W T’S the dory!” yelled Gunner, as he
slung to the capstan and ducked
his head to a wall of water that
crashed over the wreck; then, looking
again, he repeated: “It’s the dory, and,
before God in heaven, it’s Peck!”

“The hell you say!” said Seldom, from
the jib-sheet pins, to which the sea had
washed him. “Sinful, is it? Sure enough.
Sinful’s Iuck, It never went back on him.
Port a bit, you little devil—port!” he
called. “Steady-y-y-y-y!”

A maniac shriek came down the wind,
and the white-haired little man stood
erect and gesticulated. They saw his
emaciated face, seamed and strained
with the emotions of his disordered brain,

- and his eyes, gleaming with an unfamil-

iar light.

“He’s dotty,” said Poopdeck. “Stand by
to catch him. Clear away that running
gear, Seldom.”

Two more seas brought him elose, and
they called to him words of encourage-
ment and welcame, which he answered in
screams—inarticulate and unintelligible;
then a third sea lifted the dory high, and,
crashing over. the wrecked top-gallant
forecastle, hrought the little craft with it,
throwing it sidewise as it landed among
them, overturning it and spilling out
Sinful, who struck headfirst against the
cat-head and lay quiet, and a thing in-
describable, which wormed and squirmed
and twisted its way about with seeming
life until the next sea washed it away,
to sink like a stone among the wreckage.

But the same sea. took the dory, and
Sinful, too; and, sick with horror, they
let him go, to jein the thing he had
brought to them; and he would assuredly
have joined it had not one man nerved
himself to action, It was Seldom Helward,
his implacable enemy, who, with the end
of a long jib downhaul knotted around
him, sprang into the sea and swam to-
wards the small figure barely afloat to
leeward. He reached it just in time, sang
out, “Haul in,” and was pulled with his
burden to the arms of his fellows.

“Is he dead?” they asked.
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“Don’t know,” answered Seldom, as he

clung weakly to Bigpig’s legs. “He got a
bad rap on the head, and he must be full
o’ water. I'm full. Jolt it eut of him.”

On that water-washed platform, with
death menacing them all, they labored
over the inanimate Sinful, applying the
methods used in the resuscitation of the
drowned, supplemented by kindly but pro-
fane rebukes which but poorly expressed
their emotions. The bitterness was gone
from their hearts, and they forgot the
long list of defeats at the hands of this
mocking practical joker, seeing and know-
ing nothing but that he lay in their hands,
helpless, conquered, aged, and emaciated
—possibly dead, but insane when con-
scious.

Yet there was no maniac glare in the
eyes that finally opened and looked at
them, nor was there anything abnormal
in the voice that huskily inquired: “What
the hell’s the matter?”

They answered him joyously, but he
had relapsed, and they supported his head
clear of the rushing seas until he again
opened his eyes; then he asked—not for
water, not for food, but for the captain.

“Was that the skipper, Sinful?”’ asked
Bigpig. “Well, he’s dead, and washed
overboard.”

He was still for a few moments, then
said: “I can’t remember. What happened ?
I was in the dory, and the bark blew up.
I found the captain; but—I don’t remem-
ber. Where are we now?”

“Peck,” interposed Gunner, who was
supporting Sinful’s head, “the ship is
wrecked on the Californian coast. We're
all here on the forecastle, waiting for the
life-savers. You just came down on us in
the dory with the dead skipper. You were
crazy. Do you remember being tied to the
quarter bitt when the bark blew up? You
went out of your head then, and got clear
and jumped into the dory. You must have
found the skipper; you brought him.”

“Yes, I found him; he was alive then,

and burned, and blind, with his back

broken,” said Sinful in a stronger voice.
“But what made me crazy? I'm not in the
habit of it.”

The touch of humor was painful, but
they laughed as they answered :

“Too much for you, Sinful. The skipper
was your only friend. He took your place
in the bark, and you went daft when she
blew up. That'’s all there is to it.”

“I suppose so. How long ago was that?”
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“About a week, Sinful. You've been a
week in an open boat with a dead man.
You've been crazy for a week, and have
just come around—struck your head
against the cathead as you boarded us.”

“Struck my head”’—he felt of it—*‘and
it brought me to my senses. I always
feared it. I must look out.”

“Feared what, Sinful?”

“Varicose veins, Exposure, fatigue,
trouble of mind aggravate them. Blood-
clots form and drift to the brain. Lucky 1
struck my head and jarred it away.”

“Well, you're all right now, Sinful,”
said Seldom, “and you’ve won your bet. I
consider that you’ve finished the voyage;
for we’re on the coast, within the three-
mile limit, and this mile of surf don’t
matter.”

Sinful looked at him with somethmg' of
the old, quizzical expression.

“Seldom,” he said, “I cabled my part-
ner from Singapore to pay that money to
your wife, and he answered that he had
her receipt.”

They all looked at Seldom, who did not
meet their glances. Then one said: “And
you signed over your salvage claim to us,
Sinful. We found the paper. Why ?”

“Because you earned it. I did not. But
I played the game out. Yes, I played the
game, and I've had lots of fun, boys,” He
closed his eyes with a smile.

“And did you know, Peck,” said Gun-
ner, “that you slipped overboard after
striking your head, and would. have
drowned but that Seldom swam after
you? He saved your life, Peck.”

Sinful’s eyes opened, and the smile left
his face. He reached out his hand to Sel-
dom, and the grouchy old fellow gripped
it, while a shamed smile came to his own
rugged countenance.

“Wreck a-hoy-oy-oy!” came a ringing
hail down the wind. “Stand by!”

They looked to windward. A turtle-
ended lifeboat was there, with eight cork-
jacketed men at the oars. The helmsman,
erect at the steering oar, had uttered the
hail; the bowman was casting overboard
a heavy kedge anchor. :

“We will be saved, after all,” said
Gunner, brokenly. “It is the goodness of
God.”

“Maybe, Gunner,” said Poopdeck, slap-
ping him on the back. “You’re a brick,
and it’s a good thing we didn’t hang you,
isn’t it? For Sinful would have made up
the unlucky number again.”
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By BILL ADAMS

Dodson, Sailor, Waited on
the Black [Man and the
Crew Sneered Until —

ITH the exception of Dodson,

and perhaps the black fellow, we

were an ordinary enough crew;
just such a crew as you might find in any
sailing ship. But the men with whom I
sailed on that particular voyage remain in
my memory while scores of others are
forgotten long ago. ;

It was Dodson who fixed the memory
of that voyage. Dodson and the black fel-
Iow. And yet not they alone. I helped to
fix it myself.

How Dodson came to be in the ship I
don’t know, never did know. The rest of
us, except the Fiji man, were from old
Brown’s sailors’ boarding house. He’d
done the usual thing by us, of course:
supplied us with ’baccy and booge, fed us,
given us a dirty cot apiece, till all were a
few dollars in his debt; then he shipped
us off to sea, taking a month’s advance
wages from each of us because we were
all too soggy with his vile liguor to know
or care what he was up to. He must have
been one man short of a crew for the
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ship, 'and so went street prowling till he
happened on Dodson and somehow man-

aged to shanghai him, knocking him over .

the head from behind, as like as not. A
sailors’ boarding master would do almost
anything in those days.

I don’t remember noticing Dodson till
we were on the forecastle head to heave
in the anchor. It was the mate who called
my attention to him then.

“You lubberly cufiosity," the mate
bawled, “put your weight on that wind-
lass bar!”

I see him still, plain as if it were but
yesterday. Tall narrow frame, black hair,
pale face, patient brown eyes. Puzzled
eyes, they were, but not at all frightened.

As Dickie, who was heaving on the
bar next behind Dodson and the Fiji
man, winked at me, the mate strode up
and shook his fist at Dodson.

“Heave, you!” he bawled again.

Without so much as a blink of his
brown eyes Dodson leaned his unprac-
ticed, ineffectual weight upon the bar.

Jensen the Norwegian laughed. Don-
ley the little skinny Liverpool Irishman
laughed. The two dago sailors who, be-
cause their names were unpronounceable,
were called Pete and Jimmie, laughed.
Elliot the old gray Englishman, and
Shewan the New Englander, and Dickie
and I laughed.

The wind was blowing the drink out of
us and, being bound for the sea and done
with the robbers of the shore, we were
merry. Laughing the loudest of us all, the
huge Fiji man waggled his bushy black
beard and shook the shiny copper ring in
his nose.

The mate smiled to hear us.

“Heave, boys! Heave her in!” said he.
So we heaved with a will and the anchor
came up in a hurry, Dickie singing—

“That fair young girl
With her hair in a curl—
That works on a sewing machine.”

ODSON tagged unnoticed at our

heels while we were setting sail.
But once she was outside the harbor
heads and had begun to roll a little we
noticed him again. It was the giant Fiji
man who started it. Dodson got into the
black fellow’s way and the great black
gave him a shove that sent him sprawl-
ing.
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“Haw-haw-haw! Haw-haw-haw!”
bellowed. : :
Dickie tripped Dodson as he was get-
ting up, and down he went again.

“Those fellows’ll make a man out of .
that greenhorn,” I heard the mate say:
to the second mate. “They’re a tough
lot.” : =

Saying never a word, Dodson made
no protest. Not a wince out of him.

When old Elliot fetched breakfast
from the cook’s galley Donley snatched
the mess kid from him and started to

we

~help himself.

“Ye’re takin’ more’n your share,” said
Shewan.

- “What’s that to you so long’s ye get
enough?” grinned Donley.

By the time that all of us but Dodson
and the black were served there wasn’t
above a share and a half left in the kid.
The Fiji man grabbed it from Jimmie,
set it on his knee, and started to wolf

~what was left in it. Dodson sat watching.

No' expressionr in his face. Just watch-

ing. :

We'd no more than finished breakfast
when the mate was at the door ordering
us out to get more sail on her. She was
rolling about and kicking up a smother.
As Dodson followed us to the deck she
shipped a sea that knocked him over and
washed him into the scuppers.

“Quit your infernal noise!” shouted
the mate to the Fiji man, who was roar-
ing with laughter; and to Dodson he
bawled, “Get hold of that rope, you!”

But Dodson - clung, seasick and help-
less, to the rigging.

“The lubber’ll get washed over the
side,” growled the mate, and ordered him
off the deck. ‘

When we went below for dinner he was
asleep in his bunk. We let him sleep, and
ate his share of the hash. The Fiji man
was just gone to the wheel when Dodson
came to the deck again toward evening.
Till supper time he tagged at our heels.
He was shaking with weakness when we
went below to supper. He hadn’t eaten
since the day before.

“Dass fer you, faller,” said Pete, the
last to help himself, and shoved the mess
kid to him, with maybe a share and a
half in it. We winked at one another as,
forgetting all about the Fiji man, he de-
voured it to the last mouthful.

“Now den I miss der fun,” grumbled
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Jensen as he went to relieve the black
fellow at the wheel.

It took the seven of us to choke the
black off Dodson. A few seconds more
with the Fiji man’s hands at his throat,
and he’d have been a corpse. But he didn’t
look the least bit scared. Except to growl
at him to get out of the way, none of us
had spoken to him all day.

No one spoke to him now. He spoke to
no one. Just looked in a perplexed way
from one to another of us. The black went
to the galley, where he doubtlessly scared
the cook into giving him most of his own

-supper; for he returned with crumbs in
his bushy beard.

Dickie beckoned me out to the deck.

“I’m scared o’ that nigger,” he said.

Shewan came out and asked what was
up. When we told him we were afraid to
live with the black fellow he laughed.

“The nigger’ll probably kill that lub-
ber,” said he. “Then they’ll have to lock
him up.”

“Me, I'm scare of the neeger too,” said
Pete, who’d followed Shewan.

“What’s going on here?” asked the
mate, appearing from the mainsail’s
shadow.

“We're afraid o’ the nigger, sir,” said

Dickie.

“Jump him,” sneered the mate, “jump
him, the lot of you. Give him a drubbing
and put him in his place. Scared of a
nigger, eh?” he added. “I thought you
were a tough lot.”

HEN we re-entered the forecastle

the black was sitting in a corner.
Rolling his eyes as he sharpened his
sheath knife, he was staring at Dodson,
staring with the satisfied look that you
see on the face of a butcher who enjoys
butchering. No hate in the look, no pity.
Just satisfaction,

Night set in dark and squally. We were
called out from time to time to trim the
vards and take in sail. Each time we
returned to the forecastle we looked to
see whether Dodson was still there. All
night long he came and went with the
rest of us. The Fiji man seemed to have
forgotten him. All night long whenever
any of us got in his way the black thrust
out one of his enormous paws and shoved
us over, laughing as he did so. While
working among the sails aloft we were
one and all careful to keep away from
him, lest in pushing us out of his way

he knock us to the sea far below., Dod-
son didn’t go aloft that night. The mate

ordered him to stay on the deck.

“I veesh he keel dat lubber,” said Pete.
“Den de mate locks him up.”

“Wot did a man like you ever come to
sea for?” Old Elliot asked Dodson. “You
ain’t no good to us.”

Dodson made no answer. i

When Shewan brought breakfast from
the galley the Fiji man snatched the kid
from him and, grinning round at us,
helped himself to a three-man share. No
one dared protest. We divided what was
left into equal parts, left a smaller one
for Dodson, and went back to the deck
hungry.

Having sent the Fiji man aloft to work
in the rigging, the mate looked round at
the rest of us. We knew what ‘was in his
mind. The black would have to have some
one to help him. Turning to Dodson, the
mate asked—

“You scared of a black fellow?”

Dodson shook his head.

“The black’ll push him off into the sea,”
muttered old Elliot. “Then they’ll lock
him up.”

Working on the deck, we kept an eye
on the two in the rigging. All morning
we heard the black ordering Dodson
about. Dodson might have been his slave.
We began to boast of what we’d do if a
black fellow tried to order us about in
that fashion. But when the mate was
anywhere near we were silent.

At dinner the black helped himself to a
three-man share again. Shewan and Elliot
went aft to complain to the skipper then.
The skipper laughed at them and told
them to settle their own affairs.

After eating a three-man share at sup-
per, the black went to the wheel. Then
Pete whetted his sheath knife. _

“The dago’s goin’ to fix him,” we said,
whigpering to one another.

Dodson was asleep in his bunk when
Pete left the forecastle just before the
Fiji man was due to be relieved at the
wheel. Dickie went aft to take over the
wheel. His eyes were popping. As soon
as he was gone we all crept out to listen.
At a yell in the darkness we all scurried
back into the forecastle. The mate came
running forward, shouting as he came.

“What’s this? What’s going on here?”
demanded the mate at our door.

Before any one could speak, the Fiji
man entered, with a grin on his face.
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One of his arms was bleeding. His ather
hand was clutehed round Pete's neek.
Pete’s eyes were goggling.

“That’s it, is it?"” said the mate as
the black dropped Pete to the deck. “Hand
out your knives,” he ordered.

As one by one we handed out eur
knives, he broke the peoints off them. All
but the Fiji man’s knife.

“You're a tough lot, all right,” he
sneered, and turned to the black. “Here,
fellow, let’s lock at that arm of yours.”

But the black laughed in his face.

“He’s the only man in the lot of you,”
grunted the mate, and left the forecastle.

The Fiji man ripped the shirt off Don-
ley’s back and ordered Dodson to bind up
his arm. While the rest of us went out
te the deck because we were afraid to
stay in the forecastle, Dodson went back
to his bunk.

T every meal the Fiji man tock a

three-man share. All day long he
ordered Dodson about. No one of us ever
spoke to either him or Dodson. We hated
them both, and despised them both; de-
gpising the Fiji man for his black skin,
and Dodson for slaving for a black fel-
low.

One merning when we were all on our
knees holystoning the main deck, all of
us hungry and full of hate, old Elliot rose
to move a coil of rvope out of his way.
With a geod wind at her heels, the ship
was making maybe ten miles an hour.
There was a high sea running. The Fiji
man and Dedsoen were at work on the
mainyard just above us. The black was
ordering Dodson about as usual, and we
were whigpering of what we'd do if any
black man ever tried to talk to us in that
fashien. The mate was walking up and
down on the poop.

Suddenly the mate shouted—

“Look out there, Elliot!”

At almost the same instant there came
a yell from the mainyard just abeve us.
Old Elliot gave a ery of horror and, jump-
ing to our feet, we knew at once that he
hadn’t meant to do it.

Somehaw old Elliot had slacked the
brace on its pin. Taken unexpectedly by
the sudden jerk of the yard, the black
man had fallen to the deck.

Before the mate could get to him the
black rose on one knee. With one of his
arms hanging limp, he grinned up into
the mate’s face and rose unsteadily to his
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feet. As he peointed aloft to the mainyard
no one noticed that he was standing on

~ene foot. We just looked up to where he

pointed.

Dodson was gone,

From the time that the mate shouted
to Elliot to when we had a beat away ten
minutes must have elapsed. Dickie and
I and Shewan and Elliot went with the
mate to look for Dodson. We knew we’d
never find him, of course.

At the moment that, giving up the
search, the mate turned the boat back
for the ship a man at her masthead
waved and peinted. So we turned the
boat again and went on looking for Dod-
son. When we caught sight of him he
must have been well over half an hour in
the water. The sea was so noisy that he
didn’t hear the mate shouting. We
rowed up on him from behind. He didn’t
seem to be swimming, didn’t seem to be
making any effort. His head bobbed up
and down, and now and then was hidden
by a breaking sea crest. He didn’t see us
till we were right upon him. He'd man-
aged to get all his clothes off, and was
stark naked.

When the mate had dragged him into
the beat Deadson just sat on a thwart and
looked at the sea. Didn’t look the least
bit afraid.

T dinrer time that day we were ex-
uberant. The Fiji man was in a
bunk in a spare rocom under the forecastle
head, with an arm and a leg broken. We
didn’t go near him, didn’t ecare how
much he was broken or whether he lived
or died.

After dinner old Elliet was given the
black fellow’s job aloft, with Donley for
helper. Dodson worked on the deck
with the rest of us.

We took it out on Dodson. If he could
slave for a black, he could slave for us
too. We couldn’t make him wait on us
while we were at work on deck, of course.
Buf we made him do se while we were
below. We made him fetch all the meals,
skimped his share of the grub, and made
him take the empty mess kids back to
the cook. .

We made him keep the forecastle clean.
We made him grease our sea boots and
oil our slickers. There wasn’t anything
we didn’t make him do. We even made
him say sir when he spoke to us. But
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there wasn’t any making about it. He
just did whatever we told him to do.

So we despised him more and more.
All the devil in us came out. We white
men egged the dagoes on to make hig life
a misery. Pete and Jimmie had him make
their bunks up every day. No sailor ever
bothers to make up his bunk. We just
roll into the blankets and out again as
the times come round. But Pete had once
been bedmaker in some shore hotel, and
was full of tricks.

It was thanks to Pete that we had
Dodson wash our tin plates after each
meal. No sailor ever bothers about wash-
ing his plate.
Dodson made a “blasted good skivvy”;
skivvy being what an Englishman calls a
servant. So we took to calling him skivvy
to his face.

But what we more than all despised
him for now was that he’d still wait on
the black fellow. He’d go whenever the
Fiji man called. Even though the plug
tobacco made him half sick, he’d fill and
light the black man’s pipe for him.

“It’s a blame’ good thing you wasn’t
drowned that time,” said Shewan. “We’d
’a’ had no one to wait on us.”

While we all vowed that we’d never had
such a good time at sea Dodson went
about with a blank face. Never a mur-
mur.

As soon as the Fiji man was able to get
about a little he’d shout for Dodson, and
Dodson would help him from his bunk.
Leaning on Dodson, he’d limp out to the
main deck, where he’d sit on the hatch
with nothing on but a pair of dungaree
trousers cut off at the knees. He'd watch
us at our work. He’d stretch his good
arm and good leg, so that the muscles
would ripple under his smooth hide.

He’d roll his great eyes, and talk to
himself. He’d finger his sheath knife, run
a thumb along the blade, touch a thumb
pad to the sharp point, and grin at us.
One day when we were polishing the
ship’s brasswork, he took the copper ring
from his nose, called Dodson and ordered
him to polish it. That was too much for
Shewan, who cried—

“God, no!”

The black fellow dropped to his hands
and knees on the deck, and with his knife
between his teeth started to crawl toward
Shewan.

“Go on!” called Sheewan. “Polish his

ring for him.”

Old Elliot said that
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Bellowing with laughter, the black
snatched the ring from Dodson. With a
sweep of his good arm he sent Dodson
sprawling. His bones almost mended, he
lay on his back on the hatch and grinned
at the sky.

NE night a little later the weather
came in misty with an easy breeze.
Fog dripped from sails and rigging.

“One of you men get that foghorn up
and keep it going,” ordered the mate.

I fetched the foghorn from the sail-
room, carried it to the top of the fore-
castle, and was about to start it when I
remembered Dodson.

“Send the skivvy up here, Dickie,” I
called.

I showed Dodson how to work the fog-
horn and left him to it.

The weathér stayed thick all that
night. All night long, except for relieving
the wheel and lookout every two hours,
we stayed in our bunks, untroubled by
the mates. But Dodson we left all night
at the foghorn. That’s the dreariest, most
monotonous, job there is in a wind-
jammer. A man takes a two hour trick
at it, just as at wheel and lookout. But
we left Dodson to it till morning.

“There’s a swell job fo1 a skivvy,”
laughed.

At daybreak the fog was thicker than
ever, When Jensen took the horn so that
Dodson might come down and get what
breakfast we’d left him, Dodson came
down, shivering, his eyes heavy with
sleep. The Fiji man appeared at our door
while he was eating. The Lloken bones
were mended.

As Dodson was finishing his breakfast
the mate came and called all but Dodson
and the black out to work. One sight of
the skivvy was enough to tell the mate
of the prank we’d played. While the rest
of us scrubbed the bulwarks with sand
and canvas all morning, Dodson and the
black fellow lay in their bunks.

At noon the black sent Dodson for the
grub. By the time we came to dinner he
had a three-man share on his plate. Full
of hate and contempt for the two of them,
we ate our diminished shares in silence.
After dinner Dodson accompanied us to
the deck; but the Fiji man went back to
his bunk.

“The black’s all right, sir,” grumbled
old Elliot to the mate.

we
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“Who in thunder asked you about any-
thing ?” the mate replied.

We hated the mate for favoring a black
fellow. Knowing that if there were any
heavy work to be done the black would be
ordered out, we hoped for a stiff wind.
-And all the afternoon, while scouring
paintwork, we cursed Dodson, taking it
out en him because we were hungry and
full of hate. .

While we were at supper a puff of wind
came, with heavy rain. We nudged one
another then. And yet we shuddered too.
We didn’t fancy having the black among
us in the darkness of a stormy night.

Soon the mate came forward, sheuting.
The black didn’t wait to be ordered out.
He grinned at us, stretched his great
arms, stamped his great bare feet upon
the planks, and leaped to the deck ahead
of all of us. :

That night there was no rest for any
one. All night long the wind kept shifting
from one guarter to another. We labored
in the rain all night. And all night long
the black man bellowed like a bull and
paid no heed te us. We knew well enough
why the mate had let him lay up so long
after his bones were mended—that he
might be able to take his place when the
need came. Need was come in good ear-
nest.

We didn’t bother the skivvy that night.
There was no time to fool with him. We
forgot him, save only when we found him
in the way. Then he shrank from our
curses. We knew how dog weary he must
be. By day we were all dog weary our-
gelves. All but the Fiji man.

At breakfast time the Fiji man came
into the forecastle, limping. He didn’t
grin at us that morning. He gulped a
three-man share and went to his bunk.
He stayed there when the rest of us went
to look at him. 2

“His leg’s gone back on him. We'll
have to get along without him,” said we.
To Dodson the mate said:

“Get in there and lay up! You’re worse
than useless on the deck in this weather!”

So Dodson went back to the forecastle
and slept. But neither he nor the black
was long in his bunk. An hour or two,
maybe.

\HE mists thinned suddenly. An eery
yellow light lit up the sea. The skip-
per shouted to the mate, the mate to us.
But shouting was ef no use. All petrified,

—— T e
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we just stood staring ahead; beyond the
plunging bow.

Rocks right ahead! A steamer could
scarce have saved herself in the distance.

Dodson came from the forecastle with
the black at his heels. A huge black arm
swept him aside. He was not yet upon his
feet again when she struck, with a crash
that took the three topmasts out of her.

Had cutting been of any use, we

couldn’t have cut away the wreekage of
the topmasts. We were too terrified.
- The Fiji man was in the rigging first.
Cursing ene another, crowding and fight-
ing, we swarmed into the rigging after
him. The mates came after us, the skip-
per following them.

Wind beaten in the rigging, we
stared at a long outlying ridge of rock
with, at its seaward end, a sort of pin-
nacle. Between pinnacle and ship a boil
of water. A hundred yards, perhaps.

“You useless fool!” the mate bawled
down to Dodson. “Get up here!”

Rain came, a leaden gloom. The pin-
nacle hidden. Above us at the broken
masthead clug the Fiji man. Below us,
amid the high-flung spray, Dodson clung.
Choked by the wind and lashed by
drenching rain, we waited so.

When the rain thinned again and light
returned, the skipper clambered to the
mate’s side, close to where I clung.

“That Fiji man could swim it,” I heard
him shout. “Those fellows are like fish.”

“His leg’s gone back on him,” the mate
replied.

Light went again. We clung through
an eternity.

“There’s that lighthouse a mile up the
coast,” I heard the mate shout. “If it
clears, they’ll see us.”

“TIt won’t clear,” the skipper answered.

Then, in a lower voice, lest any but the
mate should hear him—

“She’ll not last long like this.”

T saw Dodsgon look up, and knew that
he’d heard too. He didn’t look afraid.

When Shewan who'd come on deck
without his oilskins started down to try
to get them from the forecastle, the mate
drove him back.

“You fool!” he shouted.

The deck was water swept.

Presently I saw Dodson just below me
slip lower toward the deck. “The skivvy’s
gone,” 1 called.

The mate looked down.
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“Hold on!” he shouted. “Hold on!
Get up here!”

But Dodson paid no heed. And then I
gsaw that Dodson wasn’t slipping. He was
going down, letting himself down foot by
foot.

A furious squall yelled down. A sea
submerged the deck.

And every one glanced down. Another
wave was surging toward the ship. We
crowded closer, and watching that wave's
onrush, saw Dodson run stark naked
from beneath the forecastle head with
a coil of light line upon his shoulder. The
wave submerged him as he gripped the
rigging. His head rose, his shoulders, his
whole naked body, as the wave passed on.

Coming beside the mate, he shouted
something that I could not hear. The
mate put his lips to the skipper’s ear and
shouted. They stared at Dodson. We all
stared,_all incredulous, at Dodson. The
mate took the light line from his shoulder
and made an end fast to the rigging. The
other end he fastened over the cold
skivvy’s shoulder, under his left arm.

Dodson was slipping toward the deck
again, the mate paying out the light line
as he went. Before another wave could
flood the deck he was gone from the bul-
wark top to the water boil. Rain hid
him. We watched the mate then, as he
slowly paid the line away.

HEN the rain cleared off again a

shout arose, an amazed incredu-
lous shout. Dodson’s black head was a
tiny dot in the water. Beating toward
the pinnacle, his arm flashed steadily.

With a coil of stout rope on his shoul-
der, a coil he’d gathered from the top-
mast’s wreckage, the Fiji man descended
from his perch. When he came to the
mate he stopped, made one end of the
rope fast in the rigging beside the end
of Dodson’s light line, and looked toward
the pinnacle. The pinnacle was hidden in
a rainburst. Dodson was hidden.

A hand on the light line, the black
man waited. We waited, hoping a little
now. It rained on and on. The rigging
shook. The wreck beneath us gave a long
slow sliding scend. When she steadied
again her bow was under. Nothing but
our mast was left above the water boil.
We clung without hope then.

At a yell from the Fiji man we dared
to look down once more. He was gently
pulling in on the light line. A roar of
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wind blew the rain away for a moment,
and in that moment we saw that the
other end of the light line was fast about
the pinnacle. Dodson we could not see;
only the light line hanging all along the
seething water.

The Fiji man flung his coil to the sea
and, with its other end fast about his
middle, slipped from the bulwark top.
Until the rain hid him we watched him go
hand over hand along the light line
through the water, taking the stout rope
with him. Hoping again now, we waited.
Perhaps the skivvy and the black fellow
would save us yet. Could they but
stretch that strong rope tight, clear of
the water boil, we might escape along it.

Hope died again as rain beat on and
on. But by and by, at the mate’s shout,
it leaped again. The mate was hauling in
on the stout rope. We helped him haul,
and lashed it securely.

After the strong rope was taut old
Elliot went first, hauling himself hand
over hand along it toward the pinnacle.
After him went Pete and Jimmie, then
Donley, Jensen, Shewan, Dickie, and last
of all I, who cursed to see those others
go ahead of me. Rain lashed, wind
choked, the water reached up for me as
I fought my way toward the pinnacle.
Till hands grasped and hauled me to the
solid rock all was black terror. Tottering
away, I fell and sprawled upon the re-
cumbent body of the Fiji man, who lay
outstretched half over a naked white
form beneath which dark seaweeds made
a soggy mattress. :

I saw the two mates reach the pin-
nacle, and_after them, last from the
wreck, the skipper.

“She’s gone!” the skipper cried and,
pulling at the rope we’'d come by, he
showed us that its seaward end was loose.

Because I couldn’t rise alone, Dickie
and old Elliot lifted me. Jensen and
Donley, Shewan and the dagoes, lifted
the Fiji man. His leg was broken again,
but he wag grinning now. Grinning, he
pointed to the white form prostrate on
the seaweeds.

The two mates bent over the white
form and lifted it. It hung limp in their
arms, They laid it down again. The skip-
per knelt beside and turned it over, with
its face to the sky. The brown eyes didn’t
look frightened at all, didn’t even look
puzzled. :

The skivvy was dead.
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" : b The hulk of the Island-
/ e er, sunk nmear Juneau,
Alaska, thirty-four
years ago with some
$2,000,000 in Klondike
gold aboard, has been
raised between two
ships and is being
searched for treasure.

Under the dark wa-
ters off the California
" coast a diver, Oscar
Lagar, was attacked
by an octopus. “I was
able to get my knife
and slash it,” said he.

All thr(g;gh the win.
ter, hard¥ surfmen of
the Coastguard patrol
the shores to warn
all vessels in danger,

In a wild December gale, 17 men were
rescued from the sinking freighter
Sisto under the search-lights ef the
German liner Europa, three other
ships to windward pumping oil to
smooth the seas, as the passengers
looked on at the thrilling sceme.
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The Arcticship Polaris was
crushed in 1871 off North
Greenland. 19 survivors,
having drifted 6 months
on an ice-floe, were picked
up on the Grand Banks.

Five men, marooned
for six weeks on
Tillamook Roeck
Light, a mile off the
Oregon coast, were
recently taken off in
t h e breeches-buoy
by the lighthouse
tender Rose.

Captain Peel of the liner Olympic tells
us that forty-odd years ago on a sailing
ship, the salt horse was so hard that the
boys used to carve models out of it.

Adrift in a motor vessel off
Borneo in Jan. 1935, four
Americans had to stand off
15 Chinamen who raided

the supply of fresh water.
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Fathoms Deep

By JOHN
AUSTIN SCHETTY

ELLY stood for a moment, while
his eyes swept the dreary scene
4. 3. for a farewell look. Off in the
mlst the Berwick Castle, late abode of
Kelly and his mates, now stern up, was
clearly settling for her long dive to ob-
livion. The small, bobbing black specks
drifting off in the haze were his pals,
adrift for nowhere.

A dull, burning rage, like nothing he
had ever felt before, filled him.

On the rolling deck of the slimy craft
from Wilhelmshaven just awash with
the cold, gray surges that stretched away
into immeasurable distance, the two

Kelly, the Fighting Irish-
man on the Disabled U-Boat,
Puts a Crimp in the Com-
nder’s Plans

BLOMME R
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six-inch guns had already dropped noise-
lessly back into the superstructure. They
were emblems of that deadly efficiency
which made the U-boat so dreaded. It
was clear they were about to submerge.

“Well, they didn’t get the captain, any-
way!” chuckled Kelly, remembering that
worthy disguised in dungarees, and
safely hidden on the floor of lifeboat
Number Three.

Just then he was abruptly roused by
a deep guttural voice directly behind
him,

“Vorwaerts marsch!” it growled.

“Ill think about it!” said Kelly, reck-
lessly flippant. And then the great ad-
venture began. For the next moment he
was knocked headlong down the little
hatchway which gaped before him, with
a roughness that made him blink.

“Just the good old German way of
showing a fresh young Yank some need-
ed manners, and knocking sensge into a
blockhead!” chortled a sardonic voice
in excellent English just tinged with
a shade of Teutoniec accent.

Looking up, Kelly saw the command-
er, a coffee-colered, yellow-eyed man of
medium height, with a thick bull neck,
and bristling mustaches that jutted from
under his noge like a transplanted brush.
Just now these mustaches were working
up and down in a sort of spasm, which
Kelly was speedily to learn indicated
their owner was in a towering rage.

Realizing somewhat tardily that the
present was no time for heroic utter-
ance, he remained mute.

“What do you know?”’ abruptly de-
manded the bristling one. With the ques-
tion, all trace of daylight faded out of
the craft, the electric bulbs flashed into
light and Kelly knew they had sub-
merged.

What the commander did mnot know
was that his captive had a therough
knowledge of submarines and their ways,
by reasom of several years in an Amer-
ican shipyard. . _

“If 'm going to kingdom-come via
this route, Old Walrus,” was Kelly’s in-
ward reservation, as he warily watched
that worthy, “I'm going to put a dent
in something at the first chance I get,
if we all go to the bottom and stay
there!”

“E'sel!” commented the other at
length. “What could you know?”’ He
glowered at him savagely for a moment,
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evidently torn by a desire to finish the
recaleitrant one with his automatic. In-
stead, he called one of the crew.

“Schneider, keep careful watch of this
fellow. Make him work., We will use him
in Vogel’s place.”

Whereupon Schneider, a sullen-looking,
heavy Teuton, moved alongside and took
him in charge.

“Sprechen Sie Deutsch?” queried his
guardian, a moment later when they were
alone.

“And shaking her flaxen head, the lady
answered, ‘Nein!’” quoth the irrepressi-
ble Kelly, remembering a jingle from the
second reader of his almost forgotten
school days.

“I remember that verse,” said Schneid-
er, a grim smile lighting his somber face
for a moment. “There’s only one school
that ever used that reader that I re-
member, and that was—"

“The old parish school in Slater
Street,” broke in Kelly. “You don’t mean
to tell me you ever went there?”

“Did I? Well, remember Brother
Nick?” he queried out of the corner of
his mouth, making a sudden pretense
of industry by wiping the machinery.
“He was my teacher in those days. I
lived in Newark for years. Went over to
see my grandparents just before the
Big Row started, and they clapped me
into service on this stinking fin can.
Would not let me back. And my wife’s
waiting for me yet. Jeeze, don’t this war
beat hell 7

“The Schneiders have it right!”
agreed Kelly. “I thought the crowd here
looked hardly human.”

“They’re human as anyone else, if they
get a half chance. But how can they be
anything but sore with that old buzzard
in charge? Here we are, stewing away
like swine, while those fellows go home
and get all the glory. And what better
is it going to be after the war? These
fellows will still stand on our necks.”

“Now you’re tootin’!” chortled Kelly
approvingly. Then a moment later, wari-
ly “But ain’t you handin’ out the knocks
a bit liberal to a newcomer?”

“Forget it,” was the answer. “It does
me good to unload to a Yank for a
change, T’ll tell you more when I get
the chance.”

Then abruptly altering his manner, he
stood up. >



OU come along, Yank, hear me!”
he called out harshly, with all
the accepted manner that seemed to be
the rule officially. “I'll keep you busy,
never fear. Come along, I say.” And
Kelly, being a much wiser man, went
along without a hint of rebellion.
That night he slept little. A U-boat has
odors all its own. Besides noises and
squeaks of a hundred kinds, all the more
evident because of the cramped space.
The days that followed gave him a close-
up view of war in the raw, such as he
never dreamed to see. Because, no doubt,
_they had him safe beyond all possibility
of escape, they chose not to hide their
plans at all. Nearly every day for two
weeks, they trailed their victims and then
sent them to the bottom. For the most
part they were all freighters or helpless
fishing smacks. Their career of plunder
took them to the Irish Sea and the
Channel, with brief dashes to the sea
off the Irish coast, near Bantry Bay,
where the possibilities of a large kill
ioomed big.

Several times they had to go to the bot-
tom quickly, while depth bombs racked
their vicinity, and threatened to shake
their rivets loose. But always they es-
caped, to cut a wide swath of terror
again,

While they were in no danger of
starving, their meals were anything but
plentiful or appetizing. Substitutes of
this and that made up the menu. But
the biggest trial of all was the mess
they called coffee. Boiled acorns Schneid-
er assured him it was. The real coffee,
what they had confiscated from their
victims, was served exclusively to the
commander, Von Weber.

Occasionally, after scuttling a prize be-
yond the ordinary, brandy was served
to the crew, who jubilated for the mo-
ment, seeking to forget their woes. But
for the most part the nerves of every-
one were on edge. The cold, the discom-
fort, the gloom, the cramped quarters,
combined with the callous murder in
which they were daily participants, had
its inevitable effect, One and all, they
swore this would be their last trip, or-
ders or no orders.

Vogel, Kelly learned, had been shot
out of hand by the commander, for dar-
ing to hesitate at an order, And all about
them was a tension that told of sullen
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rebellion ready to flame into open re-
volt at the first opportunity.

He and Schneider had come to de-
pend on each other. Kelly for informa-
tion, and Schneider for the little com-
forts and luxuries which Kelly fortui-
tously happened to have on him when he
came aboard. A bit of tobacco, some
chocolate and a small flask of rye, which
he doled out to Schneider on rare occa-
sions for services rendered.

At night they always came to the sur-
face where the wireless crackled with
messages across the ether, confirming
and projecting new plans for slaughter.

There came a day at last when they
rose to the top for a big prize, an Eng-
lish transport. They got her. And like
the Berwick Castle, Kelly caught a
glimpse of her going down, nose first.
She had no troops aboard her, to Von
Weber’s great disgust. And for revenge,
he set the water about the lifeboats
achoke with mustard gas. Kelly, who had
picked up enough German to get the
drift of things, gathered that this ma-
neuver was highly successful from the
Von Weber point of view. Whereat he
swore deeply, and chalked up another
against the heavy score of the command-
er.

“Now,” said Schneider, “I hope he’s
satisfied, and we go home at last to Wil-
helmshaven.”

But that night, after a prodigious
crackling of the wireless, the craft turned
about and snaked it for the English
coast. Everyone grew tense and expect-
ant, while repeated “Achtungs!” echoed
from Von Weber. :

“What'’s it all about now?” asked Kelly
when he found himself with Schneider.
For the most part, he worked with the
latter about the forward compressors
and torpedo tubes.

“Don’t know as I ought to tell. He'd
blow my head off, if he thought I did.
But—well, they’re going to get a fleet
of U. S. transports and convoys, this
time.”

“They are, eh?”

Kelly’s- heart almost stopped.

“Not if you all go to hell, first!” was
his unspoken resolve. “Transports from
the good old U. S. A.!” He grew hot and
cold, while a hundred desperate schemes
danced in his brain.

“If I only get a chance alone up for-
ward, I'll do something to those valves,
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if we all go down, never to come up. Yes

sir, anything to spoil their little game.”

was new late afternoon, and they

were only a few miles from the Eng-
lish coast. Converging straight toward
them, and due in a few hours, was the
fleet of transports.

Within the U-boat, little elation was
manifest at the prospect. Memories of
the depth bembs that would inevitably
drep all about them no matter how deep
they went, filled the crew with unholy
gloom. The ather fellows would be out
in the open. But if anything happened to
them, as ene day it surely must, theirs
would indeed be a fate to suit the most
vengeful Yankee.

“The buzzard is gettin’ them again,”
remarked Kelly to his friend Schneider,
as they worked together far forward near
the intake valves and tanks. “Them bris-
tles of his Is workin® overtime.”

“Better look out. He’d murder you in
a minute!” cautioned the other, watch-
ing the commander warily, as he paced
restlessly to and fro in his Pullman-like
quarters. “This business would make
devils out of anyone, curse it!” he added
savagely.

“Sneak back to my bunk for a minute.
There’s a wad of tobacco and a hooker
of redeye. It'll eagse your mind.”

Schneider hesitated a moment.

“If you will watch these valves, Tl
take a chance.”

“Go ahead! And take your time. I'll
watch these valves, all right,” urged
Kelly. For an instant the man wavered.
Then his overwrought nerves yielded to
their craving for something besides the
fodder of the ship, and he went.

At once, Kelly reached up and deftly
turned the two electric bulbs above his
head. This placed everything forward in
shadow, while still leaving light to see
by. Its effect was to dim objects from
the center of the boat.

Still watching, and equipped with the
wrench Schneider had just Ieft he moved
carefully over to the valves of the for-
ward intake tank. He worked quickly and
deftly, and got back just in time to
screw the bulbs on again, when Schneider
returned.

“Taste good?” he asked, laconically.

“Ja wokl!” returned the other, smack-
ing his lips, “Only wish we’d catch a few
more Yanks like you!”

At the same instant, the signal bell
beside them rang insistently. Everyone
sprang to quarters. Their quarry was
sighted. The craft swung round. Kelly
felt a fever mounting to his brain, as
two brawny fellows sprang to the tor-
pedoes. The bright gleaming sides of the
deadly messengers gleamed in the light
of the bulbs.

Suddenly, the signal bell rang and rang
again. Schneider tugged manfully at his
Ievers, but the bell still rang, while the
eraft settled ominously forward. Like a
maddened bull, the commander came
charging toward them.

“Esel! Schweirl! Keep her level. Don’t
you understand your signals?” he roared.
“How can we launch, when she keeps go-
ing down? Bring her up!”

“That’s just what I'm trying to do!”
protested Sechneider, his face pallid.
“This ought to heold her. I don’t under-
stand what’s the matter with her.”

“This, perhaps, will make you under-
stand!” began Von Weber, his automatic
coming out with an ominous click. Then
he paused in the very act, as his eye rest-
ed, frozen with fascination, on the gage.
They were down forty feet already, and
they ought to be at ten! And as he

" wateched, they dropped to fifty—fifty-five

—sixty!

“Potts tausig! Aber was 18t los?”
roared Von Weber, as they continued to
glide down until the gage registered sev-
enty-five feet!

“As he realized that they would even-
tually beat the bottom of the Channel, he
came out of his mementary trance.

“QOpen your forward and aft compres-
sors!” he ordered.

Everybody got te work. Levers were

pulled frantically, but the craft never

budged.

“T guess we don’t blow up any of
Uncle Sam’s transports just yet!” was
Kelly’s unspoken thought, as he mneted
the result of his handiwork.

His mind was seething with a plan—

a wild, desperate one, but one which he
was determined to put through at all
hazards.
At this juncture, their craft was sud-
denly shaken from stem to stern in a
series of rapid vibrations that threatened
to annihilate it, while a dull, smothered
roar came to their ears.

“Depth bombs!” thought Kelly. “Keep
it up, boys! How I wish I was only up
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there, dropping those ash cans where
they’d do the most good! If I wouldn't
wipe out this gang of cutthroats! Oh,
boy!”

He was, for the moment, quite oblivi-
ous of his own danger, so gruesomely in-
volved was he with them, until a sudden
moist trickle down his neck caused him to
look up quickly. A globule of water had
formed on the metal deck above his head.
At the same moment, a jet of water shot
through one of the forward valves.

“Some pressure, outside, believe me! I
wonder how long it will last, before it
blows in ?” he thought. With pallid faces,
the crew tightened valves, as Von Weber
ordered this and that to relieve their
plight, which he realized perfectly to
be desperate.

Mechanically, he glanced up at the
steel door of the conning tower. Bearing
down on that door, their only mode of
egress, was a pressure of at least 50,000
pounds. Just how long the shell of his
craft would withstand the pressure at
that depth, was problematical.

‘Gentle trickles were already forming
along the lapping of the steel plates, and
at that moment one ran down about his
neck like a ghostly finger of icy portent
of things to come. The air became stag-
nant and heavy with the fumes of the
ship. He ordered the oxygen tanks turned
on, knowing well they spelled salvation
for only a few paltry hours at the most.

OMEHOW, he had never figured on
this kind of ending to his enterprise.
When they had gone “to sleep” before,
it was always with the assurance of be-
ing able to rise at will. As for the crew,
the iron German discipline still held them
beyond the borderland of panic. What
would happen, when that panic asserted
itself, troubled the commander not a lit-
tle.

“Herr Gott!” he muttered huskily, as
he wiped his steaming face, and noted the
men eyeing him furtively. Whether they
wanted vengeance or inspiration was
hard to tell.

Like a flash, the memory of the petty
brutalities he had practised upon them,
the cruelties that he had camouflaged in
discipline came to him. He had really
driven Vogel to self murder. What could
not these fellows do now, if they chose
to realize, as soon they must, that things
were about finished for them? Already, he
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thought he discerned a difference in their
attitude. And that dirty Yankee—But at
that moment he turned at a touch on his
arm, and found the “dirty Yankee” be-
side him, :

“Captain!” began that worthy, quite
unabashed at the other’s manner of out-
raged lese majeste, “there’s only one way
out of this pickle!” :

Von Weber glared fixedly at the speak-
er for a moment, too convulsed at this
unheard-of impudence, to answer. Me-
chanically his hand tightened about his
automatic, for he was half minded to
blow this “verfluchte Amerikaner”’ inte
nothingness then and there. His assur-
ance alone deserved it.

“Shoot your crew out of the torpedo
tubes!” continued Kelly, affecting to be
quite unaware of the other’s bellicose
air. “It will keep them from choking to
death down here. And it can be done!”

It is doubtful if Von Weber would have
deigned to answer, had he not at that mo-
ment observed the erew drop their ef-
forts and instinctively draw near. That
they, through the medium of Schneider,
doubtless understood the plan proposed
by Kelly and approved it, was patent to
him at once.

“Ah so!” he observed, nodding his head
solemnly several times in real Teuton
fashion, “it has been done, you say? Pray
where, my Yankee brave? Where?”

His tone was sardonically smooth, as
though this was a lunatic to be humored
with soft words.

“I saw it myself at Manila Bay some
years ago., We shot a man out through
the tube, just to prove it could be done.
And he got away safely, too.”

The crew, grasping this, looked at one
another, renewed hope flashing in their
eyes. Also their demeanor showed un-
deniably that they would brook no inter-
ference with any plan offering salvation.
Unreservedly, they broke into a chatter
of German wonder and approval.

Von Weber was doing some rapid
thinking. The menace of the crew would
undoubtedly be disposed of neatly, by
Kelly’s plan. He felt he could take care
of himself very well, if the latter elected
to remain.

“There came to him the instant thought,
that if this scheme worked, it meant one,
if not two, of their number must perforce
remain behind to work the tubes and
shoot the others to safety, thereby sac-




rificing themselves. That one, he deter-
mined grimly, had best be Kelly. With a
shrug, he turned away.

“Very well, let them try it!”

With one accord they trooped forward,

‘the color coming back to their ashen
cheeks. Flinging open the port to an
empty tube, they saw there was indeed
room for a man.

“Have the first fellow climb in. Tell
him to hold onto the port when she opens,
like grim death, then swim away for all
hels worth!” directed Kelly to Schneider.

With the chance before him, the man
hesitated, looking first at the hollow cyl-
indrical space that yawned before him
like a tomb, then back at his mates. Then
with a blanched face, he climbed in.

The rear port was closed, and the sig-
nal to launch was given. After a moment,
a husky fellow opened the port. One and
all they peered in. The compartment was
empty. The queerest projectile ever
launched in that war had taken flight.

“Just like Barnum used to shoot the
lady from the cannon, when I was a kid!”
ejaculated Schneider to Kelly.

One by one, the company diminished,
a grim silence falling upéon the remaining
ones. Their momentary exaltation at
the prospect of escape from a gruesome
fate had given way to something akin to
awe, as their buddies entered the cold
narrow chamber of steel, not to reap-
pear again, At last there was only Kelly,
Schneider and the commander.

“Goodby, old top!” said Kelly, “I'm
taking your gun, for a keepsake.”

CHNEIDER tried to smile. And then
he, too, vanished. But not before
Kelly had deftly abstracted his gun.

- Then it was that Von Weber got the
surprise of his life. For Kelly whirled
round upon him so suddenly, covering
him with one of his own automatics, that
he forestalled that selfsame maneuver on
the German’s part.

“Off with that coat and gun, in just
one minute!” cried Kelly, “Quick! I'm
getting temperamental!” s

The gun and coat were off with a
proper margin of safety.

“Now, kick that gun and belt over
here. Careful, mind!”

The commander’s automatic spun
along, and stopped almost at Kelly’s feet.

“Are you going to murder me?” de-
manded the German officer, sullenly.
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“Maybe! You deserve it, you swine!
That’s the proper word in German, I be-
lieve. Nicht wahr?” Kelly retorted. “I’ll
decide that later. Got better things to do
firat™

He strode over to the conquered officer.

“Stand up against that stanchion
abeam there, while I buckle you up for
a while!” he ordered, “Achtung too!” he
amended, sardonically.

In a trice he had Von Weber trussed
to the stanchion down to the wrists, in
a way that kept him as docile as a
mummy,

“There now, you’ll do, me nifty liver-
wurst!”

He stepped back, unbuckled his own
belt and speedily bound it about the
prisoner’s ankles.

“If you get out o’ that, old limburger,
youw’ll beat Houdini!”

Von Weber’s yellow, jaundiced eyes
gleamed in cold fury, and his bristling
mustache moved spasmodically once or
twice. But he wisely forebore to an-
swer, as his captor made one more ob-
servation,

“T don’t know what keeps me from
socking you one on the jaw, you coffee-
colored barnacle! But, instead, I'll tell
you something, I’'m the boy that sent
this old tub to the bottom. Get that!

“You didn’t suppose I'd stand by and
see you send Uncle Sam’s boys to Davy
Jones’ locker, and never lift a hand, did
you? Well, you know by this time, eh,
sauerkraut? And I'm not going to stay
down here either. Watch me!”

Quickly striding forward, he picked
up the heavy wrench and for a while
worked busily at the forward intake
valves. Then he stepped back and pulled
some levers. For a moment nothing hap-
pened. Then a strange tremor ran
through the craft. She rocked slightly,
like a huge monster coming suddenly
awake. The forward compressors were
working beautifully now, expelling the
water from the intake tanks.

Kelly tightened nuts and bolts, pulled
the levers again, and the U-boat slowly
began to rise. It was high time. For the
combined fumes at large in the craft
were gradually crowding out the saving
oxygen. As it was, Kelly felt a bit groggy.
He took a survey aft, and observed his
friend the commander still trussed to the
stanchion.

“Lashed to the mast, right enough, me
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old pumpernickel! If it was a hundred
years ago, I'd make you walk the plank.
But they ain’t got no planks in these
blasted tubs!”

He turned and took a squint through
the periscope. They were just awash in
a cold, rolling sea, with a gray Novem-
ber morning peeping over the horizon. In
the far distance, a faint, feathery line
of smudge showed the trail of some dis-
tant ship, perhaps the very last of that
gallant convoy they had planned to sink
the night before.

“Very good, Eddie!” observed Kelly,
turning away from the periscope and
going over to his captive.

“Well”—he began, when just how it
all happened, he never knew. But sud-
denly the trussed-up body of Von Weber
left the stanchion and hurled itself upon
him like a thunderbolt. It was so un-
looked-for, would have seemed so utterly
impossible a moment before. Kelly hadn’t
a chance.

Von Weber was like a bull, maddened
with vengeance and a lust to tear in
shreds this insolent Yankee pup who had
spoiled his plans.

And Kelly, thinking for the moment,
“By gar, he is Houdini!” knew that this
would be a fight to the death.

With all his strength, he sought to keep
Von Weber’s hands from his throat and
from the gun that hung at his hip.

Round and round, they twisted and
turned, Kelly’s only hope in his agility
and nimbleness against the other’s brute
force. And it was wrestling with all rules
gone by the board that the German used
now. He sought to pin Kelly flat to the
floor, then choke the life out of him with
his bare hands.

“You accursed Amerikaner! You mon-
grel scum!” he growled in deep gut-
turals. “I show you now who is boss!
You sank my boat, yes! Ha, but you will
sink deeper than that. Far deeper, my
friend!”

The boat rolled sluggishly in that lead-
colored sea, and they rolled with it. Once,
Kelly’s finger touched his gun, but the
other man hammered him round like a
sack of meal, all but knocking the sense
as well as the breath out of him.

It looked like “finis” for the valiant
Yank, when, with a sudden ¥irch of the
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craft, Von Weber fell partly away from
him. Kelly quickly rolled over on the
side with the gun underneath. His hand
flew to the butt, but his bull-like antago-
nist quickly pinioned his arms fast.
Desperately, madly, Kelly strove to get
his fingers on the trigger. The craft
lurched again, and Von Weber’s grip was
loosened again for just a second. That
second was Kelly’s chance—his last!
Queer lights were dancing in his eyes
to a queerer buzzing in his ears. His
head felt like a cracked pecan where Von
Weber had pounded it on the floor.
Then with a quick turn he got hold of
the gun, his fingers firmly grasping it
at last. Von Weber, stark raving mad-
ness in his eyes, saw what he had done.
“Now I finish you!” the German cried,
reaching for Kelly’s throat.
Then Kelly pulled the trigger.

£ ELL gir!” said the junior of-

ficer of His Majesty’s destroy-
er Cormorant, telling of it afterward,
“that certainly was the queerest find we
ever came across in the whole bloody
mess! A Hun sub, rolling just awash,
with a white rag tied to her superstruc-
ture. And a solitary man standing there.

“She was under no power; just adrift.
Why, man, we might have blown her to
Davy Jones without ceremony. No wast-
ing time in soft preliminaries, those days.
Besides, how did we know it wasn’t
another Hun trap? We couldn’t figure it
out at all, at first.

“Well, we boarded her, and what do you
think we find? A deserted enemy sub,
with a red-headed Irish-American Yank
named Kelly in sole command, and a
badly wounded Hun commander lying be-
low decks, just about ready to go West.
Shot through the groin. And the Yank
salutes the chief with:

“‘Lafayette, we are here! How’s the
war?

“And the chief says:

¢ ‘The war, young man, ended twenty-
four hours ago!’ :

“And that bloomin’ tyke says:

“ ‘What do you know about that? It
pretty near ended for me, just about
then. But I swore I'd get the old buzzard
some day. So take him and his old tub,
and welcome!””

THE END
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California Clipper ,

A True Story of the Sea
By CAPTAIN HARDY

HY is
clipper ships that came out about
1850, just after the finding of
gold in the Sacramento River in Cali-
fornia and at the time of the opening of
the tea-trade, have ever since held a su-

it that the first real

preme place in the tradition of the sail-
ing fleets?

There have been many fine and noble
ships since the passing of the clippers,
for they lasted only through the flush
times of the gold-seekers. A period of
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not more than ten years in all. But there
have been none so beautiful, so sharp
and yacht-like, kept up so smartly or
handled by men who could compare in
seamanly genius with the driving cap-
tains of the California clipper ships.

No other vessels urged by the way- -

ward winds have ever equalled their
speed; no vessels are ever likely to, here-
after. They were strongly manned and
fitted out regardless of expense, and in
the years of their glory they swept the
seven seas without successful challenge
from any rivals. Such are the reasons
for their fame.

Among them all, none showed more
distinction than the Nightingale. At the
time she was built in 1851, Jenny Lind,
the famous singer, the “Swedish Night-
ingale” was at the zenith of her popu-
larity. The ship was named to honor her,
and bore as a figurehead her portrait
bust, carved with the highest gkill of
the art.

The man who ordered her built, a
Swedish count, did not intend her for the
general merchant service, but proposed
to use her as what we call nowadays a
“cruise ship.” She was to carry passen-
gers to the World’s Fair in London, first
of the great international expositions,

He meant her to be a superlative ex-
ample of the extreme clippers, a yacht
rather than a merchantman, with beauti-
fully fitted staterooms for the passengers,
with rare woods and rich carving about
the quarter-deck, mahogany belaying-
pins, and the best of gear aloft.

" His ambition seems to have exceeded
his financial resources, and she was
taken over by her builders in Ports-
mouth, N. H. They sold her at auction
for $34,500, and she passed soon after
into the hands of Boston owners, who
paid $75,000 for her.

If our readers are interested in her
dimensions, she was 1601, feet long;
34 1/8 feet beam and 20 feet depth of
hold, with two decks. Her tonnage was
registered at 1060, then later, by changes
in the measurement rules, 722 and later
still 657.

There were other clippers of twice her
size and more; but even when she was
twenty-five years old, a San Francisco
enthusiast declared her “so beautiful and
dainty as to make a sailor weep for joy.”
- Although the Nightingale was listed
among the California clippers, it was
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quite a few years after her first appear-
ance that she was put into that trade.
They found gold in Australia a year or
so after the rush to California, and our
ship, like a good many others of the time,
went on the berth to load for Sydney.

She was the first to clear away for that
long voyage, heading round the Cape of
Good Hope, to run her easting down in
the brave west winds far to the south of
the Cape.

In these lonely waters, a region of
steep following seas that tested seaman-
ship and top-hamper to the limit, the
wind might indeed be strong, but for out-
bound ships it was likely to be fair.

The Nightingale, sixty days out from
Boston, found strong gales that brought
her down to double-reefed topsails. Her
best day’s run, on this part of her voyage,
was 290 miles. It took her ninety days
from Boston to reach Sydney. She had
not “found herself” yet, and she was to
do much better on a later passage.

After discharging her cargo she
squared away for Canton and Shanghai
to load teas for London. It was late in
the season and she did not get away till
the tail of the monsoon, so that although
she showed some fine stretches of speed,
she did not reach England until the other
tea-clippers had already made port.

Her owners, Sampson and Tappan,
were noted for their sporting spirit, and
they lost no time in offering to match the
Nightingale against any ship, British or
American, for a race to China and back,
the stakes to be $50,000 to the winner.
Nobody was willing to take up the chal-
lenge on either side of the ocean. Clear-
ing again for Shanghai, she beat every-
thing but the Challenge, a New York
clipper of twice her size.

After this voyage she came back to her
native land, and made a passage from
New York to Melbourne in seventy-five
days; a record only once beaten—by the
Mandarin in seventy-one days. Her log
shows bursts of speed, many times more
than sixteen knots an hour. A passenger
on this run tells this story:

“In the dog-watch, 4 to 6 p.m., when
the chief officer came on deck to relieve
the second officer, he swiftly cast his eyes
toward the horizon in the direction of
the wind, then at the struggling canvas
and particularly at the main-topgallant
sail, which threatened to blow away.

“As nautical etiquette forbids the of-
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ficer in charge to alter canvas when the
-captain is on deck, without his command,
or consent, the chief officer, after his
hurried survey, said: ‘Captain Mather,

that main-topgallant sail is struggling

hard.
~ “‘It holds a good full—let it stand,
Mr. McFarland,” was the reply.

“Even the old sea dogs among the crew
begged the petty officers to send them
up to take in sail while it was safe.

“As the helmsman turned his wheel,
every turn of the spoke would make the

~ship jump in the water like a frightened
bird. Men were stationed at every be-
laying pin, holding halyards and clew-
lines by a single turn ‘under and over’
ready to let go and clew up at a signal.”

These were the days when many a cap-
tain ordered padlocks put on the chain-
sheets and had the falls of the halyards
rack-lashed together, in case some fel-
low forward, not liking the way sail was
carried on to the limit, might watch his
chance to let things run.

They drove their ships day and night
—and it takes nerve to carry sail in the
dark. They were taut men, the famous
masters of the clipper ships. The racing
was fast and furious, clear across the
oceans of the whole round world, and
the swanky matches of the yachts off
‘Brenton’s Reef seem tepid enough, com-
pared with these grandiose contests over
the face of the mighty waters. Every-
body in the east and west coast seaports
took a sporting interest in them, and
many a bet was won or lost.

In Australia at the time, just after the
discovery of gold at Bendigo and Bal-
larat, all the beach-combers and black-
birders of the islands of the South Pacific
swarmed to the gold-fields to join the
many convicts who had been transported
out there from England. Captains of
ships arriving at Sydney or Melbourne
knew that their crews were likely to
jump as soon as the hook was down, just
as they had in San Francisco. They ex-
pected, on the passage home, to carry
wool, passengers and gold dust.

The day before they were ready to sail
the dragnet was out, all through the
slums and dives of the seaports, and men
were brought aboard, battered, stripped,
drugged or beaten into submission, and
confined - under hatches. They were a
tough lot, convicts, deserters from other
ships, the riffraff of the towns.

The gold was stowed under the berths
of the officers and passengers, the state-
rooms being supplied with pistols and
cutlasses, and none of the foremast crew
were allowed abaft the mainmast.

The passengers, together with the
ghip’s officers, frequently hove up the
anchor and got the ship outside the har-
bor, when the people forward were
brought up on deck and divided into
watches. Those who could qualify as able
seamen were paid forty sovereigns in
gold on signing the articles.

FTER several voyages to Australia

and China the Nightingale loaded
in Boston for her first run to San Fran-
cisco. Sailing ships, of course, have al-
ways had to take the chance of fair
winds or foul weather, and our clipper
failed to get the breaks, so that it took
her nearly five months, around the Horn
to California.

The time was one of great business
depression, and her owners in 1859, a
firm in Canton, China, were forced by
their financial embarrassments to sell
her.

Presently, after changing owners
again, she turns up in Rio, and here is
where she became a slaver for a while,
under the Brazilian flag. The slave trade
had got to be a very chancy game, try-
ing to dodge the men-of-war that pa-
trolled the coast off the Congo. Those
engaged in it, naturally, had many a
trick up their sleeves.

Sometimes a vessel would have two
complete crews, American and foreign.
If an American warship captured her,
the claim would be imade that the ship
was foreign, and the Americans aboard
merely passengers. If the British navy
made the capture, the Americans would
declare themselves the rightful crew.

As for the papers, proving registry,
destination and so on, a slaver usually
had several sets, to be shown according
to the situation, and she might show any
flag but her own.

Now, although there was a Brazilian
named Cortina aboard the Nightingale
who sometimes claimed to be her cap-
tain, the active man in command was
Francis Bowen, an American known all
along the African coast as “The Prince
of Slavers.” He was the son of a New
York merchant of some position and
property.
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He is described as a small, pale,
smooth-shaven fellow, always well-
dressed and luxurious - in his habits,
agreeable in his manner when he chose.
He was well-read, spoke four or five
languages, and had been in all parts of
the world.

Says one who knew him: “He could
be kind and cruel, generous and selfish,
logical and utterly irrational, good and
bad, all in the same brief hour. With it
all he possessed a keen and cultivated
intelligence, was refined in his tastes,
pleasant in address, blandly unconscious
of depravity. He was cheerful in temper,
fearless, cynical, witty if not wise, cool
as the west wind and the last man on
earth that a stranger would suspect of
the crimes and misdemeanors he so free-
ly confessed and appeared to regard with
satisfaction.” [Peacific Marine Review,
Oct. 1922.] °

It was he who later commanded the
filibuster Virginius in 1872, whose crew
were shot in Cuba by the Spaniards. This
affair nearly caused a war between Spain
and the United States.

As usual, Bowen managed to slip out
of the scrape. He reformed, was agent
in Colon for the Pacific Mail Steamship
Company, and afterwards kept a hotel
there. He lived, it is said, till 1903.

The Nightingale, when she got to
Kabenda on the Congo coast in 1861, was
known to be on a slaving voyage. She
was boarded twice or three times by
boat crews from the U. S. S. Saratoga,
but Bowen was cagy enough to keep
them from getting any positive evidence.

The two ships kept up a game of hide-
and-seek for a while, until finally a boat-
party from the Saratoga, with muffled
oars, got aboard of the Nightingale in
Kabenda Bay at one o’clock in the morn-

ing, and found 966 slaves between decks.

They were diseased, half-starved, and
the dead were being thrown overboard
to the sharks every day. The ship had her
capstan muffled, ‘'would have been off
within an hour, and the Saratoge could
never have caught her.

Bowen got away the second night after
his capture, with the connivance, it is
said, of one of the naval officers who was
-himself a Southern slave-owner.

Whether or not Bowen was really the
owner of the Nightingale, during her
career as a slaver, will probably never
be settled. A naval officer who served on
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the African station credits him with hav-
ing run 2,000 negroes into Cuba the year
before his capture, and estimates that
they would there bring $600 a head. If
that happened, the Nightingale probably
made more money on that one voyage
than during all the rest of her existence.

As the ship had now the status of a
pirate she was a prize to the navy, and
was sold at auction in New York for
$13,000. The war between the states had
broken out, and the navy chartered her
to carry coal to Key West for the blockad-
ing fleet. Being armed with six guns, she
was attached to the navy and employed
in various auxiliary services until 1864.

As it was feared that she had become
infected with yellow fever, she was then
ordered north for safety. In the follow-
ing year she was sold, and became again
a merchantman, She manned away for
the Golden Gate once more, and in San
Francisco was bought by the Western
Union Telegraph Company.

The first Atlantic cable had failed,
many believed the submarine telegraph
would never succeed under the Atlantic,
and surveys were being made for a line
across Bering Straits with but a short
stretch of cable, .

The Nightingale became the flagship
of the fleet of ships and steamers em-
ployed in this undertaking, but when the
second Atlantic cable was successfully
laid, the project was dropped, after
$3,000,000 had been expended. The com-
pany loaded the Nightingale with surplus
stores in Victoria, B.C., and she sailed
for New York. It was a rough passage,
and she had to put into Valparaiso to
patch up a leak.

Although it was then the height of the
southern winter the Nighiingale round-
ed “Cape Stiff”’ and got to New York
sixty-two days out from the Chilian port.
She was sold again in her old home har-
bor, Boston, and sailed for a number of
years in the West Coast and China trade.
On one of these voyages she had the re-
markable experience of sailing all the
way from off the River Plate around
Cape Horn into the Pacific without once
taking in her three royals.

Though she was usually rated as a
lucky ship she did not always escape
trouble. Once, in 1871, she put into the
Falkland Islands leaking, with a muti-
nous crew. Her chief mate was murdered
by one of them. On another voyage from




Hong Kong to San Francisco she got in-
to a succession of strong gales and car-
ried away a number of spars and sails,
had to repair in Yokohama and was
damaged to the extent of $22,000.

So it went with the brave little Night-
ingale, Stretching across the Pacific from
China in 1874, she carried her “kites” all
the way, never once furling the light
sails in all the long span. Again, a couple
of years later she ran from the Japanese
shores to the West Coast in twenty-five
days. And then for the last time she
- rounded the Horn to New York.

URING many years—and the prac-

tise still continues—it has often
happened that the Scandinavians, espe-
cially the Norwegians, have found it
worth their while to pick up old ships,
that could be bought cheaply, wherever
they could be found, and to run them as
long as they would hold together.

There are those who scoff at their
windmill pumps, “Norwegian house-
flags,” as they called them, and speak
slightingly of the “stock-fishermen,”
but let it be said in fairness that these
hardy Vikings need no lessons from any-
one, in sea-skill or in daring. They will
go off-soundings in anything, and what
is more, they generally get back.

So the Nightingale, after a quarter of
a century of rolling up and down the
oceans, passed into the hands of Nor-
wegian owners. Doubtless she showed the
scars of her long and adventurous serv-
ice as a racer in the clipper tea-trade,
as a man-of-war in 1861, not to speak of
her brief career as a slaver, and later
on her faithful labors in trade from the
Indian Ocean to the Bering Sea.

She had been well and staunchly built
by the Portsmouth shipwrights, and un-
der the Norwegian flag she saw seven-
teen years more of useful service. They
clipped her wings and rigged her as a
barque, keeping her famous name and
registering her out of Krageroe, Norway.
Her reputation for speed still endured,
even in the homely lumber-droghing that
became her final destiny, sailing across
the North Atlantic between Quebec and
London until she foundered in 1893, Her
crew, forced to abandon her in a sinking
condition, were all picked up, without the
loss of a single life.

Very few of the early, or extreme
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clipper ships built during the fifties for
Californian and Australian trade, had
as long a life as the Nightingale, with
forty-two years of active voyaging to her

" credit. She saw mutiny and war, hurri-

canes and shining cruises to lands beyond
the sunset.

And now a word about the difference
between clippers and other sailing ships.
First, be it said, there were no three-
masted, full rigged ships called clippers
until the period when the Nightingale
was launched. There had been small ves-
sels, mostly schooners, that were so
termed, but it was not until the late
1840’s that the class of vessels called
clipper ships appeared.

They were very different in model
from the bluff-bowed, heavy-sterned mer-
chantmen of previous years. The clipper
was clean-stripped, sharp and without
the timber-work under the bowsprit, such
as we see in the old models and ship-
portraits. She was smoothly planked and
almost invariably, like the Nightingale,
painted black, with a handsome figure-
head, a touch of gilding on the trail-
boards each side of the bow, and perhaps
a white streak along the plank-sheer.

These American ships, and later, the
British ships that were built for the tea-
trade from China, were the only sailing
ships that, strictly speaking, were en-
titled to the name of “clippers,” though
of late years a good many writers call
any square-rigged sailing vessel a clip-
per.

At the time when the Nightingale was
built, nobody—in this country, at any
rate—believed that steam vessels would
ever be practical for long voyages, like
those to China, India, or Australia. They
could not carry coal enough, and have any
room left for cargo. Therefore the art of
building sailing ships, and handling them
at sea, was brought to a very high de-
gree of skill.

Later on, sailing ships were built of
iron, and then of steel, many of them
with four masts, and all the standing
rigging of wire. They were of course
enormously strong, as compared with
such ships as the Nightingale, with
wooden hull and spars supported by hemp
rigging. So that we must applaud the
skill and seamanship that for so many
years kept the trim little Nightingale in
active and useful service.
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for a magazine of this class. I have read many a
story published in-the form of $2.00 books that is
not comparable to this one story in any of the ways
a story is judged. :
“ First it is clean, all the dirt left out (this is true
of all Gernsback publications I have se far wread).
The historical setting is perfect as far as I could
tell. The interest starts at the first paragraph, soars
upward like a plane, reaches a high level and stays
there until the finish, and at no point in the story
could you lay it down willingly and wait uatil to-
morrow to finich it. You are to be congratulated in
having an author of the ability of Dr, King, and I
am unfortunate not to have found HIGH-SEAS sooner,
but I assure you I will find it often frem mnow on,
and hope to meet Dr. King again. <

When you can get a $2.00 book with several other
good yarns tossed in for good measure for an invest-
ment of 15 cents, I would figure HiGH-SBAS has a good
future, mot to mention the fact that the magazines
can be left around the house without fear that the
growing sons of the family will find them and read
trash that you wouldn’t want them to have.

C. M. BARNES,
Carthage, Missouri,

(We are delighted to hear that someone who reads
for plessure only finds HIGH-SEAS ADVENTURES such
good reading. It is our policy in this magazine to
give the reader entertainment and excitement before
anything elge. "Qutlaw of the Sea” combined high
entertainment value with authenticity and therefore
was out of the ordinary.—EDITOR.)

High-Seas Leads

Letter Contest, HigH-SEAS ADVENTURES :

I've just read your April issue and I think that
for clean reading and choice of stories your magazine
Jeads them all. The story “Outlaw of the Sea,” by
Dr. G. S. King, made me think that perhaps the
human race wasn’t 50 bad after all, when in the
midst of all that horror and depravity on board the
slave ship there were three men strong enough to
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withstand the temptations which possessed the rest
of the crew. The story “Transport 157" gave a
humorous insight into the truthful simplicity and
canny wit which is the birthright of every New
Englander and made a story which, while extremely
funny, didn’t seem 2t =all impossible. And all your
other stories were very interesting. This is the first
time I have ever written to any magagzine, for two
reasons, first, because I never liked any magazine
as well as yours, and secondly, I've always left it to
more able critics.

I don't know why I like your magazine as well
as I do, for you couldn’t find a sea story in my book
rack until I one day bought yours. Now, after read-
gxeg one or two of your stories, I feel like Admiral

wey.
. Well, tell Captain Hardy to keep the old light shin-
ing in the Harbor Waich, and with best wishes for
the success of your magazine, I am,
Fathomally yours,

THOMAS M. HASSETT,
1683 W. Lehigh Avenue,
Philadelphia, Pa.

P. S. While I suppose my chances of winning are
as few as whales in Lake Placid, if 1 do win, send
me HIGE-SEAS. T M H

{Jim Kane, in “Outlaw of the Sea,” was everything
a hero should be—loyal, strong, brave, amd above
the petty and cruel spirit of the beasts of men who
made up the officers and crew of that terrible slave
ship, The Wanderer. Peter Huntley MacArthur, who
wrote the story “Transport 157,” has a knack of
writing a simple, humorous story of the sea, usually
around one character, which holds your interest to
the end without resorting to the wusual fast-action
plot full of bloody fights. May we have many mere of
his fine stories!—EDITOR.)

Harbor Watch of Great Interest

Letter Contest, HiGH-SEAS ADVENTURBES :

You are to be commended on the substance of your
HicE-SEAS ADVENTURES, especially in your tion
of authors. Much of the enjoyment received from a
story is influenced by the attitude of  the reader
while devouring the contents. Personaily I find my-
self immediately in a pleasant frame of mind when
confronted by the name of a favorite writer.

nd, too, the story thet has an interesting back-
ground to lead up to present thrilling events gives
the sense a greater quality and gquantity than
those that merely detail the event at hand. Your
feature stories are decidedly of the better type.

The various bits of sea lore interspersed here and
there among the pages offer something tangible to
be ﬁdrasped by the eager mind, that, queerly enough,
would 28 soon learn as be amused.

The “Readers’ Department” is of great interest to
me because of the wvarious gquestions arisi about
a salt-water vocabulary and the derivations nauti-
cal words. Imasmuch as interesting derivations are
a. hobby with me, and I have exceptional facilities
for procuring these derivations, any mew or differ-
ent explanations give me much enjoyment. -
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I don’t know but what some improvement might
be made on the cover. I do hate to have a magazine
absolutely glare at me from the newsstand. Maybe
if it were made less bright and outlined it would be
overlooked, which is doubtful because of the con-
trast to the rest of the lot. Anyway the colors don’t
cake off, or at least, not yet.

Upon leaning back and gazing upon the HiGH-
SEAS ApDVENTURES as a whole, I can readily say that
you have done as good a job, if not better, upon this
magazine as upon all the others that you publish.

I wish to close by extending my congratulations
and hopes for many more editions of equal value.

FRANK E. AMMERMANN,
318 N. West Avenue,
Jackson, Mich.

P, 8. In case this letter actually merits one of
your liberal prizes, I would prefer a year's sub-
scription to WONDER STORIES Magazine.

(The Harbor Watch is a v1ﬁl part of HIGH-SEAS
ADVENTURES and we are glad that you recognize it
as such, People who read sea stories usually have
an interest beyond that of enjoyment in the story
alone—they look for the authentic details and they
like to learn new facts about the sea and boats. In
the Harbor Watch they can indulge this curiosity
about the sea. We are pleased to hear that you get
so much pleasure out of the pages of HIGH-SEAS
ApvENTURES.—EDITOR.)

Praise from a Sailor

Letter Contest, HIGH-SEAS ADVENTURES :

I'm glad to see someone bring out a real sea maga-
zine. Let me congratulate your firm. I have just been
discharged from the service after eight years. The
first hitch of four years being in the Navy. I was
stationed at the sub-base at New London, Conn. The
last four years I was enlisted with the U. S. Coast
Guards in the speedboat division on Staten Island,
N. Y., Base 2.

In my short eight years of service I've seen plenty
of action. I quit the University of Wisconson after
a year and a half to join the Navy. After three
months at ‘“boat” camp, I asked for duty aboard
a sub and got it—nearly four years I spent aboard
these boats.

After my enlistment was up I joined the Coast
Guard! I was assigned to the speed-boat division. Our
duty was to keep all rum-runners from commg into
Coney Island creek. My rank was gunner’s mate 2-C
and believe me, we saw plenty of action in the dark
of the moon. 3

I know so much about the “ins and outs” of that
racket, and have snapshots to back me up, that if I
wasn’t so poor on literary talent I could write a
book on it.

While at the base in New London, I helped raise '

go U-goat that had been rammed and sunk in the
und.

We went aboard and the sight that met our
gges——well—l hope I never live to see another like
1t.

In one compartment we found three men—I've
tried to re-enact this scene so as to know how it
feels to die.

You have one swell magazine. I'll keep on reading
it just as long as you print it.

Thanking you again for your effort to provide
damn good reading matter for so little money.

CLAUDE RICHARDS,
630 Central Street,
Evanston, Il

(Praise of HIGH-SEAS ADVENTURES from a sailor is
high praise indeed. After your experience raising
the submarine, you may find special interest in the
story in this issue, “Fathoms Deep,” in which a
submarine becomes disabled and descends to the bot-
tom of the English Channel. If you expect to be
such a faithful reader, we hope that you will con-
tinue to' write us any suggestions you may have for
the improvement of the magazine.—EDITOR.)

Salt in the Blood

Letter Contest, HIGH-SEAS ADVENTURES :

I am subject to Blue Water Fever every spring.
During my school days I could hardly wait for
June, the end of sums and conjugations and the
beginning of high-seas adventures. I shipped on
deck as often and for as long a voyage as I could
make., Until adult life and its respons:bihties tied
me to the beach.
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But I still suffer from this malady and haven’t an
outlet for it except from reading and listening te
yarns of the sea. For some reason I had a prema-
ture attack of this fever the other day and was
frantic for something to read. And so fate led me
to HIGH-SEAS ADVENTURES—my first copy.

The yarns I read put me right smack in the
middle of the foc’sle of ships I have known, the
watch below at night with the salts spinning their
yarns. It’s all right there in HIGH-SEAS ADVENTURES.
If you have salt and tar in your blood you can’t miss

it.

While I am on the subject I would lke to sug-
gest that you change the name of your Harbor
Waitch Department to the ‘“Watch Below” or some
other name that suggests deep-water sailing. If you
say Harbor Watch to me it doesn’t stir the imagi-
nation like the phrases “Watch Below” or “In the
Lee of The Long Boat.” Titles along these lines im-
mediately suggest yarns and tall stories, questions
asked and answered, the beginning and the end of
arguments and the endless haranguing of some sea
lawyers of which every ship’s company has at least
one.

However, 1 shall read your magazine no matter
what you call her super-structure.

CHARLES LENDERKING, JR.,
8804 Hillsdale Road,
Baltimore, Md.

(If having Blue Water Fever means that you will
continue to buy HIGH-SEAS ADVENTURES, we can’t
help wishing you a permanent case of this malady.
We will pass on your suggestion about the name of
The Harbor Watch to Captain Hardy.—~EDITOR.)

Let’s Have the Grain Ships

Letter Contest, HIGH-SEAS ADVENTURES :

Here I am writing fo you at 1 a. m, (2 bells) in
the morning after having just finished reading
“Transport 167" and ‘“Demon Reefs,” which kept
me in a fog for awhile, although I'll admit that
German officer aboard the sub must have been quite
dull to allow that cruiser to snuk up on him from
away across the horizon in “Transport 157""—not
meaning any knocks to the author. On the contrary,
men who write sea stories and all those who love to
read them, I hold them very close to my heart. You
know we must all stick together, we deep-water folk,
even if a lot of us are imaginary sailors.

I'm twenty-one and once I get a real start afloat
I'm going to stick it out until I die. I was all “Mer-
chant Marine” and studied through the mails, but

have seen no salt water as yet, and am getting
a bit impatient, so I suppose it’s the Navy for me,
although I'm not so hot on gunning. I've passed
all requirements and expect to be a sailor soon.

Did I say sailor? My error—I never can expect to
be a genuine sailor until I make at least one trip
on an Aland grain bark, which is my ambition even
if I have to pay $300 for the privilege. The steam-
ship sailor is a descendant from the real sailor in
my opinion. Well, anyway, when I go afloat in the
Navy I intend to spend my leisure hours reading
HIGH-SEAS ADVENTURES, besides studying. &

When are we going to get any stories on the grain
ships? Don’t forget they’re still sailing and going
strong, too, according to the latest reports.

I understand there’s 81 left, 26 belonging to Aland,
which is Finnish, one German, two Swedes, an
American and a Dane. God bless them! And also from
reports I hear, youths from England, Poland, Swe-
den, America, China, and other countries go to Ala
and pay as high as $250 for a chance to ship before
the mast. Many are lost also, but that doesn’t stop
them, no sir!

Plenty could be written of these ships which people
say are wiped out. The reason they’re still sailing
is because there are still sailors living—not a bunch
of speed-crazed fools and fire eaters, although the
biggest ship I've ever handled was a small 45-foot
schooner, but that’s better than power anyway. At
least I was some sort of sailor in that case. Possibly
I'm going off my course but it burns me up to think
that a lot of red-blooded Americans like us can’t
keep up sail—I mean big sail

If I ever inherit millions I'm going to have a 250
foot bronze bark built and take all the kids in crea-
tion afloat with me—mnot all at once of course.

Let’s have HIGH-SEAS once a month. If possible
twice a month. Glory to HIGH-SEAS on paper and
in liquid form (“Mare Liberum’).

DANIEL M. DALy,
15 Haﬂson Street,
New ndon, Conn.
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(We have requested some articles on the grain
ships, g0 you may lock forward to seeing them in
future issues of HiGH-SEAS ADVENTURES. Even if we
can’t keep up big sail in this country, we ean read
about it and dream about it. It is our hope that the
stories in this magazine answer the reader’s craving
for adventure.—EDITOR.)

Landlubber Enthralled

Leiter Co;west, HiIGH-SEAS ADVENTURES :

I don’t pretend to be a seaman, but your magazine
has entertainment for a landlubber, too.

“Qutlaw of the Sea’” is a marvelous story. “The
Shanghaied Crimp,” ‘“Nantucket Sunrise,” and
“Transport 157’ swell, but something just does not
seem to elick in “Demeon Reefs.”

This is the first copy of HiGH-SBEAS and certainly
not the last.

Hearbor Weaich is something to look forward to.

PAuL WARNER,
705 Sarah Street,
Stroudsburg, Pa.

P, S. Here’s hoping to see your magazine a gxonvt\;ﬂy.

(If a landlubber likes the stories in HicH-SBAS AD-
VENTURES that ought to be sure proof that they are
geed stories whether the setting is on the sea or not.
Sorry you did net like “Demon > You will see
elsewhere In these letters that some “of the readers
were enthusiastic about #t. You are probably one who
does not care for the mystery element in your sea
stories. At any rate, mest of the others seem te have
struck the right place for you.—EDITOR.)

A Brickbat

Letter Contest, HiGH-SEAS ADVENTURES :

- Cheers for the new mggazine pertaining to the sea.
Out of the ashes of the defunct SEA STORIES, the young
successor has risen! E

But why, may 1 ask, must you start right in, ad-
hering to the oid hero-villain stuff of standardized
literature? What has become of. the old writers who
could band their public a story that carried the
reader’s mind not only over the sea, but also to the
strange shores, with their strange peoples, which ad-
venture-bound ships touched in the days when romance
roved the seven seas? Ha! Those were the stories a
reader could lose himself in.

torms at sea. Seuabbles among the erew aboard
ghip, no matier hoew much excitement and vieolence
the writer has injected therein, are humdrum and
worn threadbare. They all have the appearance of
having been patterned one after the other. But
sailors, my dear wmir, especially the old-timers, ecould
tell of things that happened when some almeost un-
known island heve into view. Such stories varied
from the standardized “‘cook wants to kill the cap-
tain”; “captain wants to kill the mate” ; “storm of
unprecented fury”; and so on, sort of stuff.

Few of the stories by modern writers of sea yarns
sound authentie. The writer’s ignorance of ships and
their workings is such that he has to dress his story
with a lot of gery humbug, most of which could hap—
pen in ciy slams just as well. some of those
writers ceould make but one trip aboard some old
gquare-rigged windjammer, then read over what they
have written, many a manuscript would be consigned
to the waste basket.

About “Outlaw of the. Sea,” by Dr. George S.
King, in your April number, the best I can say is:
The pictures are goed. As to the text—well, the good
doctor had better stick to his pills, and leave sea
stories to men who know the subject. Evidently the
M. D. or D. D. S., or whatever his degree, has
sailed an occasional Saturday aftermoon and Sun-
day on Long Island Sound.

Please oblige some of your sophlstxcawd readers
with something a little “‘different.

ErRNBEST A. NELSON,
80 Cranberry Street,
Brooklyn, N. Y.

(Sorry that you don’t feel that the stories in the
magazine are real sea stuff. So far, we have had
authors whe are known sailors, including Dr. King,
as well as fine writers. J. Allan Dunn and Leonard
Nagon, who wrote the novels in previous issues, write
from first-hand information, and Dr. King has been
praised by the government for the authentic details
COnN: with the sailing of The Wanderer by the
hero. Because a sea story is thrilling does not mean
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that it is not authentic and there is a gquestion in
our mind whether stories which have part of the
action on islands can rightly be ¢ as “high-
seas” adventures. We have purposely avoided this
type of story—EDITOR.)

Make the Magazine Monthly

Letter Contest, BHIGH-SEAS ADVENTURES:

I have always liked sea stories and was eoverjoyed
when 1 discovered a magazine entirely oted to
them. I bought it and have bought every eopy of
HicH-SEAS ADVENTURES since.

I liked ‘‘Shanghaied” and ‘“Outlaw of the Sea”
very much. I hope you eentinue to have more stories
like these. I also like the &stories that are interwoven
with mystery and think that ‘“Demon Reefs,” and
“Black Sons of Africa,” were excellent., Pleage do all
possible to find more stories like thesge.

Now let’s get on to the features of the magazine.
I like ‘““Adventure on the Sweeping Seas” very miuch
and hope to see this feature comtinued. The best and
most important article is The Harbor Watch. This
alone is worth the price of the magazine. I find this
to be very educational as well as inte: . It has
taught me many things 1 didn’t know about the sea
before. Therefore I say, “Hats off to Captain Hardy.”

The big objection I have to your magaszine is that
it does not come out often enough. Let’s
turn HIGH-SEAS ADVENTURES into a monthly. If I
win a subsecription be sure I get HieH-SEAS ADVEN-
TURES.

LAwWRBNCE COPE,
Jensen, Florida.

(You seem to like a little mystery mixed in with
your sea atmosphere. We expect cecasionally to
an unusual story lke “‘Black Sons of Africa,”
“Demon Reefs.” We are always glad to hear of loya.l
readers who have bought every copy of the maga-
zine and who expect to do so in the future. Be sure
to tell your friends what an interesting magazine
you think HIGH-SEAS ADVENTURES is.— mgrr OR.)

100 Per Cent Sea Stories

Letter Contest, HiGH-SBAS ADVENTURES :
I would like to enter your contest and try for ome

of your prizes.
I've always desired to read a real 100 per cent m
thia desire satisfied in

story magazine and I find
HIGH-SEAS ADVENTURES.

My opinions and suggestions of your magasine are:

1. Your magazine should come out once a month
mstead of every other month.

At the time I'm writing this letter ¥ve only
read_two stories in the April edition, ‘“Nantucket
Sunrise” and ‘“Demon Reefs.” Of these two stories I
found I liked “Nantucket Sunrise” the better. The
type of stories I like the most are MNavy stories.
However, I like a good merchant-marine stery, too.

3. The Harbor Weatch is a great service to read-
ers. :

4. I suggest that you have a section to show ship
pictures and explain parts of ete.

5. Another suggestion I would like to make is that
you have a dictionary of sea-terms, that is, the salty
dialect of sailors.

Continued suceess to HIGH-SEAS ADVENTURES.

LawRENCE FIAMILTON,
167 West 80th Street,
New York, N. Y.

P. S. If you think this letter rates a prize (which
I hope you will) please enter my subseription for
HiGH-SEAS ADVENTURES.

(Your suggestions are all good and will be taken
into consideration. From time to time you will find
every kind of sea story that is written m HIGH-SEAS
ADVENTURES. We are trying to get as mueh variety
as possible into the stories. We expect to have ar-
ticles describing old-time and modern ships ag a reg-
ular feature in the magazine.—EDITOR.)

News from the West

Letter Contest, HiGH-SPAS ADVENTURES:

After looking carefully through the February and
April |ssues of your new magazine, HIGH-SBAS AD-
VENTURES, 1 find no response to your imvitation for
letters oommz from the West Coast. I am making
such a res . wi:}:kaﬂtlglettertnletywl:twthat
your excellent pul n is 'beins read here
with the same enthusiasm as in lthe Fasterm states.



PRIZE CONTEST LETTERS

I can back this statement with the fact that I
walked four blocks through a pelting rain for the
April copy which, I was informed, had just arrived
at the newsstand. Travel on the ocean is becoming
very common here on the Pacific Coast, and after a
person once gets on the water, interest in sea stories
is very likely to follow.

Now for brick-bats and bouquets. In a new maga-
zine, doing its best to publish stories the readers like,
I feel that only constructive criticism is justified. In
the first place, your choice of Harbor Watch as a
department is as educational as anything in the
magazine in my opinion. Between your last two is-
sues I like the February Harbor Watch the better.
The explanations of “starboard and port” and “how
wind forces are measured”’ appealed to me because
they apply to present day sailing. I believe the average
reader of sea stories nowadays wants to find out
facts about modern sea-going ships. Knowing' noth-
ing about sailing vessels, I can’t possibly get inter-
ested in how to rig them with the proper sail. How-
ever, Captain Hardy gets a vote of thanks from
this reader.

“Adventures on the Sweeping Seas” is mighty in-
teresting as it is, but would it be possible to add
a few pictures and descriptions of modern sea-faring
incidents? In fact, a few illustrations for each of
your stories would help out a lot. They wouldn’t
have to be expensively done, either. -

Now the stories. In the April issue, “Demon
Reefs” and “Transport 157" are my choice. I like
the short stories rather than the complete novels
which fill half the book. A long one tires me out,
although ‘“War Gang,” by Leonard H. Nason, hit

the mark.

“T’ Gallant Clew,” by Captain O’Brian, and
“Sleep Cargo,” by Idwal Jones, were good in the
February issue. The description in ‘“Sleep Cargo”
sounded as if the writer had actually been there—
they try to fool us sometimes.

In closing, I hope that you stick with your policy
of giving us straight sea stories and nothing else.
Many of us have been waiting a long time for a
magazine like HicH-SEAS ADVENTURES. If this letter is
not worth a subscription to HIGH-SEAS ADVENTURES,
I suppose I'll have to beg, steal or borrow the fol-
lowing copies—or else buy them myself.

GEORGE H. SARGENT,
Box 725,
Chelan, Washington.

_(We will try to put more of the modern_element
into HIGH-SEAS ADVENTURES as you suggest. We have
tried to mix both old-time and modern atmosphere,
but perhaps we have been inclined to neglect the
modern. We don’t intend to waver from our policy
of “all the action on the sea.” Be sure to spread the
good news about HIGH-SEAS ADVENTURES to all you
know in your vicinity. Thanks for your good opinion
of the short stories in the magazine.—EDITOR.)

Cover Vivid

Letter Contest, HIGH-SEAS ADVENTURES :

This is indeed a very great pleasure to compliment
you on your new magazine, the HIGH-SEAS ADVEN-
TURES. Upon going to the newsstand not long ago,
imagine my surprise at seeing a new magazine for
sale. As I always am, I was attracted by the vivid
cover, and so I bought and read it. “Outlaw of the
Sea,” by Dr. George S. King, was an unusual story
of the sea, and I hope to read another story by him
soon, especially further adventures of Kane, Kavia and
his brother, and Kane’s pals. I, too, would like more
mystery and witchcraft about the sea yarns. How
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about printing a story where an African witch-doc-
tor gets the best of a crowd of superstitious sailors?
Well, here’s my vote on it.

From beginning unto the end, I enjoyed your maga.-
zine until I neticed one fact, it was only published
once every two months. Why not print it twice a
month? The oftener it is published the better the
readers will like it and the more copies will be scld.
I am a new reader and don’t know much about the
sea, but as far as I can see HiGH-SEAS is an highly
educational magazine and teaches everyone something
about the sea. If it pleases you to award me a prize
I had rather have HigH-SEAsS as my treasure.

I am thinking of buying the magazine you adver-
tise as PIRATE STORIES, and if luck favors me in the
form of a subscription to HicH-SEAS I'll buy it regu-
larly from the money I would pay for HiGH-SEAS.

HOWARD SHAW,
Bladenboro, N. C.

(The cover on the April issue was indeed striking.
We will try to get you some witch-doctor stories in
the near future. It doesn’t look as though there were
much room for improvement since you ‘“‘enjoyed the

from beginning to end” so we will continue to
give you the same high grade of stories.—EDITOR.)

A Successful Experiment

Letter Contest, HIGH-SBEAS ADVENTURES :

Just recently I bought my first issue of HicH-SRAS
ADVENTURES, and it most certainly won’t be my last.
It is the magazine I have wanted for a long time, as
it is the only real sea-story magazine I know of.

I have read a good many different kinds of maga-
zines and I wish to say that this one is positively
the very best I have come upon yet. It is really
‘“different.” I like your system of having one book-
length novel and several shorter stories. Also, I like
your not having any continued stories.

Why don’t you publish it every month? You say
that it was put out just as an experiment. Don't
you think it is a huge success? I do. Another thing—
why not add a story or two about divers and the
coast guard? I think a story about life at Annapolis
would also be appreciated by many readers. I am
sure this would add greatly to its value.

I enjoyed every story in the April issue except
“Demon Reefs,” by Ben C. Robinson. Maybe I am
kind of dense, but I had to read it through twice
to get the run of it. Anyway, it ended kind of
funny, as the mystery wasn’t cleared up. Could you
have more stories by Bill Adams who wrote ‘“The
Shanghaied Crimp”? I liked this story especially be-
cause it is an example of what the sea can make
out of a good-for-nothing like Pudge Conner.

Well, here’s wishing you lots of luck in the future,
although you probably won’t need it if you con-
tinue as you are now.

RoBeErT HEDGES,
787 E. 17th South, .
Salt Lake City, Utah.

P. 8. If I should win, please send me HIiGH-SEAS
ADVENTURES.

(Glad to hear you like the stories of Bill Adams. He
is a fine writer and you may expect to see more of
his stories in HIGH-SEAS ADVENTURES. “Demon Reefs’
was decidedly out of the ordinary and might easily
not please a few of the readers. We ourselves would
like to see the magazine run monthly, so if you, as
readers, and we, as editors, all work together, perhaps
one of these days we will be seeing HIGH-SEAS Ap-
VENTURES on the stands every month.—EDITOR.)

IN AUGUST PIRATE STORIES |

[ Combined with High-Seas Adventures ]

A book-length novel of the treacherous pearl and slave trade of
the South Seas in the ’70’s. These were the pioneer days when
daring traders faced cannibalistic natives, unchartered coral
reefs, and starvation; also pirate short stories.

On the Newsstands June Ist




Readers’ Department
By CAPTAIN HARDY

Here is where our readers will find their questions about the sea cnswered by Captain
Hardy, who can tell you anything and everything you want to know ubeut the building

and rig of vessels of all kinds, including ship models, the salty diclect of sailors, or the
dangerous gales and other hazards with which the Seven Seas are fraught.

Qur readers will also find set down in these pages the stories Captain Hardy has to tell
of the lands beyond. the sunset and of startling happenings in the history of the seas. He
will answer the questions of these who may wish for information, or publish them to be
enswered by other correspondents, and he will welcome the letters of old shellbacks who
may heve information to offer.

He will endeavor to answer all questions which he receives or refer them to someone
who can, and he will publish as many as he can which are of general interest. As letters from
our correspondents may reach us too late for unswering in the current number, we will be
glad to send them any information they may desire through the mail if they will enclose a
stamp for reply. The answer will be published in any case in the next issue if space permits.
Address all letters to

Tae Hareor Warcn, ¢/o HIGH-SEAS ADVENTURES
101 Hudson Street, New York, N. Y.

If I cannot answer them offhand as to

‘ Y correspondents are getting more
M numerous with every issue of the

magazine, as our readers can see,
and I assure them that I am more than
pleased with their interest, as well as the
good opinions they express of HIGH-SEAS
ADVENTURES.

Some of the questions asked require
a little time for investigation, especially
where they deal with new inventions.
But, generally speaking, questions can be
readily answered, though it is necessary,
in view of the limitations of space, to
make the answers as brief as possible.

Of course our readers will understand
that I cannot take the responsibility of
endorsing commercial products or insti-
tutions, in fairness either to them or to
my correspondents.

When public agencies, departments of
the government, or schools maintained at
the public expense, are concerned, I will
endeavor to inform them, however, and
to advise them to the best of my ability.

HS

the location and history of special ships
(and I am sure they will not expect me
to do that!) I can publish their requests
on the chance that they may be seen by
somebody who can enlighten them.

Besides, I have available a great deal
of information, and will be glad, there-
fore, to receive such inquiries.

As regards employment on shipboard,
of one kind or another, I can naturally
do no better than to give general infor-
mation.

We who are at the helm here will steer
the ship as our readers, who are our
passengers, may desire, and 80 we core
dially invite them to write us. .

Follows This Department

An unsigned letter has come to us
from 116 5th St., Fall River, Mass. We
give here the letter and its answer.
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The Harbor Watch:

In reading the “Rules of the Road at
Sea’” 1 come upon Article 15, Section b: “A
steam vessel under way but stopped and
having no way upon her.” What does it
mean?

What are pilot boats and when on duty
what do they do?

Here is another one. I have a few charts
at home. I am able to read and understand
all but this:

Newport Fall River

High water interval—Th 44m 8h 10 m
High water height—3.5 ft. 44 ft.
Lowest tide— 2451t 3.0 ft.

And could you please let me know what

the “Red Sector” means in reading a chart?
: I have a large compass; it has been with-
out liquid for 11 months. Would the com-
pass be in good enough shape now to put
some liquid in? Is there any place I can
buy it or must I make it?

It was about time to have a steady book
of sea stories, they are all interesting and
exciting. I am eager to read the next maga-
zine. But I am mostly interested in the
“Harbor Watch” and hope it increases in
every issue.

We are pleased to know our corre-
spondent likes the “Harbor Watch.”

A vessel is considered as under way
when she is not at anchor, or made fast
to the shore or a wharf, or aground. This
you will find laid down in the Prelimi-
nary Definitions, in the “Rules of the
Road at Sea.”

Pilot boats are the vessels which lie
offshore with the pilots aboard, who go
in their small boats to any inbound ship
requiring a pilot, and which also take the
pilots off outbound ships when they have
gotten clear.

“High water interval.” This refers to
the interval between the moon’s transit
over the meridian, and high or low water.
You will find it fully explained in Bow-
diteh’s Nawvigator. It is somewhat too
long to give here.

“High water height.” The extreme
range between high and low water at the
points mentioned. “Lowest tide” refers
to the lowest range, during the tidal
month of twenty-eight days.

“Red Sector” on a chart means that
portion of the arc of visibility in which a
light appears red. Some lights (called
“alternating lights”) appear red from a
certain direction, then change to white
as the vessel proceeds.

Liquid compasses are floated in alcohol,
often mixed with glycerine to check
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evaporation. I should think you could put
it in all right, but make sure your com-
pass doesn’t need to be remagnetized.

Where Is the Ship “Eurana”?

The Harbor Waich:

Could you tell me what became of a ship
named Eurana? It was an oil tanker., And
can you tell me what ship Captain W.
Tooney is master of now?

W. A. H,
Salinas, Cal.

We suggest that you write to the
Bureau of Navigation and Steamboat
Inspection, Department of Commerce,
Washington, D. C. (No stamp neces-
sary.) The American tanker fleet now
numbers hundreds of ships. San Pedro,
Cal.,, is a great oil center, as I dare say
you know, and they might be able there,
if you write the line offices, to give you
the information.

Wants a Job on a Yacht

The Harbor Waich:

I would like to get a position on board a
yacht. Where would I go to get such and
have they got shipping offices?

CLARENCE A. YORK,
Roxbury, Mass.

I should apply to the yacht clubs, of
which there are many in and about Bos-
ton, and to the building yards, such as

" Lawley’s in South Boston. The official

shipping offices are only concerned with
registered or certificated vessels, licensed
for commercial service. If you are under
twenty-one you will need your parents’
consent before you can get a job.

He Wants to be a Mess Boy

The Harbor Watch:

I would like to ask you a few questions?
(1) How can one get a job as a mess boy
on a cargo vessel? (2) What are his duties?
(3) What pay does he receive? (4) Will
you also tell me how they tell time on ships?

R. Voier,
Bronx, N. Y.

(1) Mess boys are employed by the
chief steward. (2) He serves the table
of the mess (deck or engineer), to which
he is assigned, cares for the dishes and
so on, under the orders of the steward,
and makes himself generally useful. (3)



His pay,-on American registered ships,
averages $43 per month. (4) By bells,
rung every half hour. The sea day runs
from noon to noon, twenty-four hours. It
is divided into seven watches, as follows:
Afternoon, 12 M. till 4 p.M.; first and
second dog-watches, each 2 hours, 4 till
8 P.M.; first (night) watch, 8 till 12 mid-
night; middle watch, 12 till 4 A.M.; morn-
ing watch, 4 till 8 A.M.; forenoon watch,
8 till 12 noon. Thus the bells ring up to
8 in each watch, then begin all over
again.

Who Wants to Write to Our Friend?

The Harbor Watch :

Being a Sea Scout I was very much in-
terested in your magazine and I would like
to ask a favor of the good captain to an
able seaman. Would you send me the name
and address of a person who would like to
start a correspondence with another sailor?
Thanks.

MYRON RONNE,
6326 S. Ashland St.,

Chicago, Ill.-

Now then, Sea Scouts, bowse taut and
belay all!

An Interesting Question

Here is a letter that we are sure will
interest all our readers. Our space being
limited, we have shortened it somewhat.

The Harbor Watch:

I am very much interested in the Mer-
chant Marine and I would like to join that
service and make it my life’s work. I have
just graduated from high school and I have
taken four years of mathematics. I would
like to join the Merchant Marine as a sailor
and work my way up. I would like to know
how long it takes for a sailor to be promoted
if he is willing to study and to work. I am
19 years old, 5 ft. 8 in. in height, and weigh
160 lbs. My parents haven’t any money to
send me to a naval school to study. Will
you please send me all the information that
you have pertaining to enlisting in the serv-
ice? Also, if you know of a school that will
help me in becoming an officer and is within
my financial means.

Louts bE F 2
Plainfield, N. J.

The shipping offices in New York and
the other seaports are where the crews
are “signed on.” But it is only fair to
tell you that the wvarious institutions,
like the Seamen’s Church Institute, are
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crowded with seamen out of employment.
As to how long it takes to work up
to becoming an officer it is obviously im-
possible to say. It has happened, and may
happen again, that young men have been
in demand in the Merchant Marine.
This may seem discouraging, but your
letter shows that you have a good foun-
dation to start on if you persist in your
intention to go to sea. I would write to
Captain J, H. Tomb, New York State
Merchant Marine Academy, Brooklyn
Navy Yard. Write him just such a frank

_letter as you have to me. Some of the

steamship lines have a system of cadet
training.

The American Bureau of Shipping, or
the Bureau of Navigation and Steamboat
Inspection, Washington, can inform you
which they are. The Webb Institute,
Fordham, New York City, offers free
instruction in marine architecture and
engineering. The navy has several train-
ing schools in various specialties for its
young recruits, and several correspond-
ence schools have courses in navigation.

Of course there are men aboard ship
who have worked up from the forecastle
to the bridge, but a modern ship is about
the most complex fabric in existence, so
that bridge and engine-room officers have
to be men of thorough technical training.
To my thinking, as things are now, the
Navy or the Coast-Guard offer the.best
openings for young men who really want
to start in at sea and work up.

Who Remembers the “Egon”?

The Harbor Watch:

I wonder if you could tell me what became
of the large fleet of sailing ships which, ab
the close of the war, were in the port of
Santa Rosalia, Lower California, Mexico?
There were approximately thirteen German
ships there during the war, all four-mast
barks. -

I am especially interested in a ship by
the name of Egon. I will appreciate any
information you can give me in connection
with this.

F. L. S., Lawton, Okla.

I presume you refer to the German
sailing ships interned on the West Coast.
Although I have information about a good
many of them, I do not find the Fgon
mentioned. Perhaps some of our readers
may be able to throw some light on her
history. Quite a number were taken over
by interests in Valparaiso and Buenos



Aires at the close of the war, probably
with a view to restoring them later to
German registry. Others were sold to the
Finns, to be operated out of Mariehamn
in the Aland Islands. A good many of
the names of these ships were changed.

An Authority On the Sea

Below we print an interesting letter
of a sort that we are always glad to
receive,

The Harbor Watch:

I have just finished reading a copy of
your first igsue of HIGH-SEAS ADVENTURES
and wish to eongratulate you on the ex-
eellence of the stories and articles contained
therein., My associates are all intrigued
reading it, and we await your next issue
with pleasurable interest. The advent of a
new magazine devoted exclusively to the
sea is more than welcome.

Your reference, in “The Harbor Watch,”
to the speed of clipper ships versus racing
yachts is of particular interest to me. I
served my time in a number of the famous
ships in the Colonial Trade, also I was in
several of the big four-masted Cape Horn-
ers, My father was in the China Tea Clip-
pers, later in the Colonial Clipper and emi-
grant ships. My mother and her family were
passengers with him on a little full-rigged
clipper, famous in her day, on a passage
from London to New Zealand with ap-
proximately three hundred souls aboard.

I was boxrn in New Zealand and raised
in an atmosphere of sea-going lore. I went
to sea the time my father was still “Run-
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ning the Eastern Down’’ and “Rounding the
Horn” and have been acquainted with the
famous windjammers, of which so much
has been written, from the time I shipped
as cabin boy until I became a ship-master.
Consequently I can recollect many instances
where these ships were driven through the
“Roaring Forties” at record-breaking
speed and, on two occasions, I have seen
a Wool Clipper overhaul a steamer and
leave her hull-down astern in the space
of a few hours.

On a passage from San Francisco to
Liverpool in 1903 we logged 17% knots
with a sou-west gale on the starboard
quarter, under full top-gan-sails, from
Diego Rameriez until we were well to the
eastward of the Horn. This is a well-known
ship which was noted for her record-break-
ing passages. I will be glad to correspond
with “The Watch” on this subject at any
time.

Last week I was in San Francisco look-
ing over the idle ships. During the survey
I renewed aequaintance with a number of
the square-riggers now owned by the
Alaska Packers. Several of the “Stars”
have reeently been sold for breaking-up
purposes, others for fishing barges. Any
information you may . desire coneerning
these ships, and any other marine matters
on the Pacific Coast which may be of in-
terest to your readers, will be gladly
furnished so far as I am permitted to do
s0.

CAPTAIN L. A. WATERS, Los Angeles, Cal.,
Marine Surveyor and Adjuster.

P. S. I hold Unlimited Masters’ Licenses
for sail, steam, motor, any ocean, any
tonnage, for American, British, Colonial,
Canadian, Panama ships.
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High-Seas Adventures

The SON of LONG JOHN SILVER

A Book-Length Novel by W. R. Van Buskirk
Also Short Stories of the Sea
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SEXOLOGY, foremost educational sex magazine, is written
in simple language and can be read by every member of the
family. It is instructive, enlightening—not a risque book—
contains no offensive matter.
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than many text books on the subject. Special attention
has been given to the short-wave heginner. Numerous
articles are devoted to his interest. Yet. we have not
forgotten all you ol’-timers. Plenty of ‘‘dope’” there for

you, too.
s PARTIAL LIST OF CONTENTS

Gotting Started in Short-Waves—Helpful Short-Wave
Kinks—Principles of Short-Wave Conyverter Operation—
Bandspreading Explained—How to build the **10’’ Unimount Twin~

lex for Less than £5.00—How_ to tune for l"oxl‘:etlﬁn Short—W%:.

tations—How to ‘' Bandepread’’ the 2-Tube Electrified Doerle Set
—How to Build a 6 and 10 Meter Phone and C.W. - -
mitter—How to Build a Medium Power Transmitter Using the Now
208-A Tubes—All About the New Shore-WnnTnnunitdni an -
ceiving Antennas— Notes on Short-Wave meﬂon (Effect of

and_Season of Year on |Short-Wave Reception) -

Complete Up-to-Date Characteristics of Transmitting Tubes, etc
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You, too, can learn to examine
and analyze handwriting. Learn to
know the people, friends and strangers you meet. Know
their deepest and mest hidden traits as well as though you
bad known them for years. Earn Money. Be the center
of interest in any social group.

Beautifully Mlusrated Manual just off press. Mailed any-
whero in U, 8. or Canada for eniy 35¢. Send remittance to

GRENPARK COMPANY

Dept. HEA, - 89 Hudscn Street, - New York, N. Y.

A Baby i Your Home

Scientists now state that “Complete unity in life depends on
sex harmony’’ and that the lack of it is the one greatest cause
for unhappy marriages. Also that every woman
S pacity for gex expression’’ but too oft«
en sheis undeveloped or sufferin ens
eral female disorders, which rob her of her
normal desires. During an cxPerleneo of
more than 85 years specializing in the treat-
ment of d peculi I de-
loped a simple home tr t which has
brought new hops, health and happiness to
many thousands. Many who had been chiid-
less for years became proud and happy
Mothers. Husbands have written me tha
maost ﬁélowmg letters of titude and now
X want every woman who is run-down cr
suffering from female disorders to learn
akout this splendid treatment, and how s
may uee it in the privacy of her own c.

Get This Knowledge FREE

In my two booklets, which will be
sent in plain wrapper, I intimately dia-
cuss many Important subjects relating to

A TWIN BARGAIN

For Western Fans!

DOUBLE ACTION WESTERN

AND
REAL WESTERN

Easily the Best Western Mag-
azines on the Newsstands

Each 15¢ per copy
A Book-Length Novel in

RATE

STORIES
“GALLEONS of DEATH”

By NELS LeROY JORGENSEN
@

SHORT STORIES by J. ALLAN DUNN,
NORMAN WHITE, JR.,, JACK COVINGTON
and othere.

;

SELECTED TRUE STORY
by FREDERICK J. HOOD

ILLUSTRATED FEATURE
@
A READER'S DEPARTMENT
@
A TREASURE DEPARTMENT
@

MAY PIRATE STORIES
Now On All Newsstands

l SC The Copy

the female gex that are vitally interesting to every woman, They tell
how you too may combat your troubles as thousands of others have and
often again enjoy the desires and.activities of Nature’s most wonder-
ful ereation—a nermal, fully developed vigorous woman, I will gladly
eend both books postpaid free, Write today. DR. H. WILL dm
Suite 528.-F, 7th and Felix Streets, St. loseph, Mo,

Prostate Sufferers

An enlarged, inflamed or faulty Prostate
Gland very often causes Lame Back, Frequent
Night Rising, Leg Pains, Pelvic Pains, Lost
Vigor, Insomnia, etec. Many physicians en-
dorse massage as a safe, effective treatment.
(Bee Reference Book of the Medical Sciences,
Vol. VII, 8rd editlon.) Use ‘'PROSAGER,”’
a new invention which enables any man to
massage his Prostate Gland in the privacy of
his home. It often brings relief with the first
treatment and must help or it costs you
nothing. No Druge or Electricity.

FREE BOOKLET

DR. W. D. SMITB.
INVENTOR EXPLAINS TRIAL OFFER. ADDRESS
MIDWEST PRODUCTS CO., B-4800, KALAMAZO0O, MICH.

Will pay up to $53.00 for certain Indian
head pennies. Up to $2.06 for uncircu-
lated Ydncoln pennies if more than 11
years old. Up to $100.00 for mnickels.
Other rare ceins worth up to $2500.00.
Send@ dime for complete catalog listing

the coins we need. Nothing else to buy.
Mail 10c _to nﬂg.
RELIABLE COIN MARI

KET
700 E. 63rd St., Dept. DL-2, Chicago, 1.

CLASSIFIED ADVERTISEMENTS

e
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STAMPS

FREE—5 VALUABLE FRENCH OR PORTUGUESE COLONY
stnmg)s with each packet of 125 different foreign stamps (no
U.S8.). Many excellent values. Send 20c in coin or stamps.
Robert A, Nussbaum, 2800 Ocean Avenue, Brooklyn, N. Y,

New Book! Surprising Sex

Secrets refreshingly re-

2 vealed. Sent prepaid _om

receipt of 25 CENTS, Stamps or Cein. Order at once and get FREE

catalog of books on the vital subject of SEX and LOVE.

HOWITT PUB. CO., 158! West 7ih St, Dept. D-3, Brooklyn, N. Y.

ROMANCE corresponding club. Why be

lonely. Join the Greatest Cor-
responding Club in America. Strictly confidential.

Particulars Free. :
P. O. 54, 31st St. Sta, Detroit, Mich.

e @

Quit Using Tobaceo?l [10000
Write for Free Booklet and Learn How, Satisfied
Results Guaranteed or Money Refunded.

NEWELL PHARMACAL COMPANY Users

130 Clayton Station $t. Louis; Mo,
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| Banish Fear

Prevent Disease

End Self Denial :

= oo T
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The Ferbidden

':A'QVAY with false modesty! At last a tam-

ous doctor has told a/l the secrets of
sex in frank, daring language. No prudish
dleating about the bush, no veiled hints,
but TRUTH, blazing through 576 pages
of straightforward facts.

Love is the most magnificent ecstacy in
the world ... know how to hold your
doved one...don’t glean half-truths from
unreliable sources. Nowyou canknow how

.to end ignorance...fear...and self denial}

MORE THAN 100 VIVID PICTURES

The 106 illustrations leave nothing to
the imagination . .. know how to over-
come physical mismating . .. know what
to do on your wedding night to avoid the
torturing results of ignorance.

Everyt inf pertaining to sex is discussed
in daring language. All the things you
have wanted to know about your sex life,
information about which other books only
vaguely hint, is yours at last.

Some will be offended by the amazing
frankness of this book and its vivid illus-
grations, but the world has no longer any
ase for prudery and false modesty.

A FAMOUS JUDGE
SAYS THAT MOST
DIVORCES ARE CAUSED
BY SEX IGNORANCE?
Normal, sex-suited
Toars bicase they teck
part
dge.

sex knowle

delivery.
the book and the entire purchase price
(mmedmte%. Also send me FREEp oF
book on *“Why Birth Control?"

If 1 am not completely satisfied

Nanme

Secnets of Sex

PIONEER PUBLISHING CO.
Dept, 691, 1270 Sixth Ave., New York, N.Y,

Please gend me, ‘‘Sex Harmony and Eugenics’ in plain
Wrapper, 1 will pay the postman $2.98 (pius Postage) on
can return

will be refunded
CHARGE, your

KNOW THE AMAZING TRUTH
" ABOUTS_E§ AND LOVE!

WHAT EVERY MAN SHOULD KNOW

The Sexual Embrace How to Regain Virdlity

Secrets of the Hi moos Sexual Starvation
Inckend!-mmmlcn Glands and Sex Instinct
omosexual To Gain Greater Delight
‘enereal Diseases The Truth About Abuse

WHATEVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW

Io‘n of Perfect Mating How to Attract and Hold
What to Allow a Lover en

to do Sexual Slavery of Women
intl Feminine Hygiene E ials of Happy
Prostitution arriage

Birth Conteol Chart The Sex Organs

HOMOSEXUALITY..,SEX ‘BNORMAI.!TIES‘,
Do you know about the astouading world

of “half sexes”? They crave the companion-

ship of their own sex...their practices are

unbelievable to the normal miand...yet you

should'understand them.

Money back at once If you are not satisfied)

876 DARING PAGES

Addr

Orders from Foreign Countries 15 Shillingain advanc

e fDiM‘qeq,' Rev!

Stop Worryin
Conquer lgnoranc
Overcome Shame

S~

Don't be 2 slave to ignorance ‘and féae
Enjoy the rapturous delights Of the pete
fect physical love! =

Lost love ... scandal... divorce ... can
often be prevented by knowledge. On‘lﬁ
the ignorant pay the awful ies
wroag sex practices. Read the facts, clearly,
starclingly cold . . . study thése illustra~
tions and grope in darkaess no longer.

You want to know...and you s
kaow everything about sex. Sex is no longer
a sin ., . a mystery . . . it’'is'your
power for happiness.Youowe it to
... to the one you love, to tear aside the cui
tain of bypocrisy and learn the naked

ATTRACT THE OPPOSITE SEX!

Know botw fo enjoy the thrilling experle
ences that ate your birthrighe . . . know
how to attract the opposite sex ... how
to hold love.

There is no longer any nged to plﬁ&;
awful price for one moment of bliss.
the scientific pathological facts told so
bravely I:{ De. Rubin. chapters on
venereal disease are alone worth ¢he price
of the book.

13 SEX IGNORANCE f
DRIVING THE ONE YOU §
LOVE INTO THE ARMS §
OF ANOTHER?
. Let " Sex Harmony '
teach you how easy i* *s
¢o win and bold'y. _.
doved onet

q NEW BOOK
¥ “"WHY BIRTH CONTROL?*

Thig ling book di
birch control in an encisely
new way — Tells you man|
things about a mutgdismu
subject. “Why Birch Control®
—willbe a revelation to you =
Sent free coall those who o

Sex Hnmmn‘?‘ and Bugeonics
at the reduced price $2.98,
PIONEER :I‘J‘ILISHlNG <O

i

Radio City {
1270 Sixth Ave., New York, MW\
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